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‘CHAPTER I. 


KILKIERAN BAY—THE RUINED OCASTLE—MAD NANOY, 
\ 
Kilkieran Bay presents to the traveler’s eye a bleak and 
- wninviting prospect, though there is something sadly grand 
in its many features—something that thrills the heart with 
admiration, sorrow, and awe. i ey 

Far as the gaze can extend lies spread out the watery 
plain; thousands of gulls skim its surface or perch on the 
craggy rocks; and along the sandy beach are scattered here 
and there rude huts, in which the fishermen reside. 

In summer time the Irish gentlemen from the surrounding- 
country assemble their families here to enjoy pure air and 
sea-bathing. err ’ 

The ‘‘Osprey’s Nest” is the name bestowed on a long, 
low, rambling edifice, in which the ‘‘ton” find shelter dur- 
' Ing their stay, though some are better satsified with the sim- 

ple fare and .rougher accommodations offered by the fisher- 
mens’ wives, who,‘ when they have a spare room, make it 
known by hanging a rough board outside, labelled: ‘‘ Boord- 
in’ and Lodgin’ Done Here,” or ‘‘ Boordin’ and Lodgin’ To 
Let.” @ 

The “‘Osprey’s Nest.” stands close beside the water, and 
although the building is sheltered on either side by project- 
ing promontories, the wild hurricanes that sweep over the 
broad Atlantic dash thn foaming spray high over the craggy 
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cliffs, and sometimes in stormy weather drive the roaring 
surge to the foot of the gothic veranda. 

During the winter the place is deserted and dreary. The 
panes in the windows are sbattered by mischievous urchins; 
the mullions are smashed; while fragments of carving, pieces 
of stuccoed drapery, broken vases, uprooted trees and shrubs 
litter the terrace in all directions. 

The ‘“‘ Nest’ remained in this condition until spring, and 
then a body of workmen were always sent to make the 
necessary repairs previous to the arrival of its high-born 
owners. | 

The huts and cabins that dotted the white beach numbered 
about fifty, but there were many more behind the rocks, in 
gloomy dells and dark ravines, that could not be seen from 
the coast. Honest, hardy toilers dwelt in these humble 
abodes, clanking their chains of oppression, and striving to 
keep the gaunt spectre‘of starvation from their doors. ~ 

Several boats were dancing on the waters in the sheltered 
cove, and about two hnndred yards from the nearest island 
of Lettermullen, a snug, rakish-looking craft might be seen 
lying at anchor, with no being ‘on its deck save an old 
weather-beaten “salt,”” who reclined lazily against a coil of 
rope, smoking a short pipe. 

_ The scenery in the background was mountainous and 
‘picturesque, while far away above ‘‘Saint Anthony’s Nose,” 
a crag, whose front resembled a man’s face, pointing upward 
_ to the frowning sky, towered the haunted ruins of O’Hara’s 
Castle... 

_ The walls that enclosed the courtyard were breached in 
many places; the bridge across the moat was falling piece 
by piece into the stagnant water beneath; the great gates 
had fallen from their massive hinges, leaving the weed-grown 
courtyard, that had once echoed to the tramp of prancing 
steeds and gallant knights, exposed to view; and a solitary 
mountain goat was standing on the marblé steps cropping the 
grass that sprouted from every crevice. 

The rooks kept up an incessent cawing around its disman- 
tled towers; the wind wailed mournfully through its de- 
serted chambers; and numberless vines robed the ancient 
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ruins in a living canopy of green, as though mocking its 
decay. 

Not far from the castle was a small chapel. This had been 
kept in repair, and, every Sabbath, Father Darcy preached 


_ therein to those who wished to know the word of God. 
In the vault beneath the sacred edifice slumbered the . 


‘O’Haras, male and female, and their tombs were adorned 


with many strange devices, mingled with armorial bearings, 
heraldic designs, and knightly inscriptions. 
But their ancient name was extinct—their glory had de- 


| parted—and Time had placed them among the things that 
_ were. 


* * * * * * * & 
High above the main body of the castellated ruin rose a sol- 


- jtary tower, that defied both Time and Tempest. Proudly it 


' 


reared its mossy head, like a grim warrior amid the ruin of 
battle, frowning down on all around, its narrow-grated win- 
dows glaring like the eyes of an Ogre whenever the pale 


_ moonbeams gilded its towering crest; and the Pee ante 


peasants solemnly averred that it was haunted. 
Be the tale true or false, strange noises were séihiltnes 
heard in the tower at midnight, a voice was heard chanting 


old ballads, the sweet strains of a harp floated on the air, and 


a tall figure appeared at the upper window, wearing a white 


robe, such asthe Lady Geraldine wore when living. But thel 


tower was not haunted—it was tenanted. An old woman had 
taken her abode there, but no one knew who she was, nor 
could they tell whence she came. She had suddenly ap- 


Non ane 


peared among them about a year previous to the opening of © 


our tale, and she made her living by telling fortunes among 


. the gentle folks, by singing, and playing the harp. 


Many had questioned her; many had asked her name; 
many had asked from whence she came; but she gave them 
no information. 

’ Thinking she ought to have a name, the peasants “ chris- 


_ tened”’ her “‘Mad Nancy,” and by that title she was known 
among rich and poor. 


It is a beautiful afternoon in early spring, and Nancy: ts 


seated on a low stool in the topmost chamber of the tower. 


12 , MAD NANOY. 


The apartment is about twenty feet square; the walls are 
rough stone; and the light stealsin through a narrow-grated 
aperture, revealing the interior. 

A bundle of rushes that are scattered on the floor. in one 
corner, partly covered with a faded patchwork quilt, is her 
bed; a bag of mountain moss serves fora pillow. 


A round table, three stools, and an enormous chest, is all 


the furniture the apartment contains. 

In another corner there is a small hutch, in whichis stored 
her dishes and food. Over the fireplace is a shelf, on which 
may be seen a human skull, a stuffed wolf, and the skin of 
a snake; and on the skull, withits great eyes glaring like 
rubies, is perched an owl—/living. But the occupant of the 
haunted tower is the principal attraction, and we shall de- 
scribe her. | ‘ 

She is about sixty years of age, over six feet in height, and 
strongly formed. She is sobed in a long gown of green baize, 
secured at the waist by a broad leathern belt, from which 
dangles a short dagger. 

Hgr features are: fine, revealing in their delicate chiseling 
traces of former beauty. Her eyes are dark and piercing, 
and her long vray hair, falling over her shoulders in wild dis- 
order, is interwoven with sea weed, gathered from the rocks. 

Around her head is twined a laurel wreath, tastefully orna 
mented with daisies. A harp stands before her, and against 
the instrument her head rests.in an attitude of deep dejection 
Thus appeared Mad Nancy, as she sat in the haunted tower. 
listening to the waves as they dashed on the distant beach. 

After remaining thus for half an hour, she slowly raised 
her head, and indulged in the following soliloquy : 

‘They are rising again to battle for Liberty, heaven’s bést 
- gift to earth-born man. Erin’s brave sons have borne sorrow 
and suffering; their wives and children are starving ; there 
is no work from their haughty oppressors; the cruel agents 
- turn them from their little cabins ; they tear them down, and 


leave the aged to perish by the roadside, without aroof to — 


shelter their defenceless heads; desolation marks. the path 
of the oppressor. Many fly for refuge to that glorious Land 
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beyond the sea, where there is work and bread for ail but 
those who cannot go must starve. 

‘Mary, Mother! how long must this continue? The Sham- 
rock is trodden in the dust by the British Lion; the harp 
strings are broken; we até bound with slaveryis galling 
chains; our prayers for work-are unheeded; our moans for 
bread are scorned; our oppressors gloat over the misery they 
have wrought; and yet England’s Sovereign is a woman; a 
Christian woman-called by some; but she hates our race, 


_her heart is adamant. 


“Even her own people are oppressed, for every day, every 
week, every month, and every year, thousands of starving 


sunrise tll nine at night for eight cents. 

*‘ Shame! shame! that every royal child should have a host 
of titles; 4nd for each title receive enough of gold to feed the 
poor with bread, to clothe the ragged, to,warm the freezing 
wretches who perish at their doors. __ 

“ But a great barrier is erected between the nobility and 
the people ; the aristocrats fear it may be broken down, for if 


the people had their -rights—if they had equal power—the . 


nobles would be crushed ; England would boast no haughty 
sovereign; the land would be under republican rule; there 
would be work and bread for all, even as there is in Wash: 
ington’s God-blessed land, to which we fly for refuge. 

‘‘ There are brave hearts among LErin’s sons, and if they 


would hide all religious animosity, if they would unite in” 
‘brotherly love to battle for Erin’s rights, our lovely isle might 


take her place among other nations of the earth, and our 


noble Enimett’s epitaph be written.” 


_ For a moment she paused, then, after playing a wild pre- 


Inde on the harp, in a voice.of entrancing rvpaiiaes, she. 


| sang the following 
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SONG. 


_ Erin mavourneen! island of sorrow— 
In sadness thy daughters are weeping for thee: 

The shamrock no life from the sunshine can borrow, | 
Bocuse it shines not of thie land of the amy 
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Our fathers and sons are arming for battle, 
Our lovers and brothers to aid them now fly, 
Protect them great God when the cannons shall rattle, 
They go for their country, to’ conquer or die 
Erin mavourneen! island of sorrow— 
Once thou wert mighty, noble and free; 
Thy daughters were fair, thy sons were all brave, 
No nation on earth ‘hen was greater than thee: 
Rise from thy sorrow in beauty and splendor, 
Wave thy ‘*Green Sunburst ” defiant on high; , 
Sons of the South, sons of the Northland, 
Gird on your swords—conquer or die. 













The old woman’s voice rose loud and shrill, and the last | 

words echoed through the old castle’s deserted halls, sound- . 

ing high above the wind that wailed around the tower. The 

notes of her harp died away entrancingly, sounding like the 

whispered farewell of some loved one who is leaving us alone 
forever. 


CHAPTER II. . 


THE FISHERMAN——-THE FISHERMAN’S DAUGHTER—THE AGENT 
—THE SPY. } , 


Before a cabin of larger dimensions than any of its neigh- 
bors, near sunset, a fisherman sat mending his nets. 

He was about forty years of age; rather below the aver- 
age height of his countrymen ; strong as a lion; and uncom- 
monly handsome both in form and feature. His cheeks 
were rosy with health ; his chin was dimpled ; his mouth was 
small; his eyes were blue; and his forehead massive. 

The mouth showed firmness; the eyes foresight ; the fore- 
head thought. 

He was dressed in white duck pants, red woollen shirt, and 
on his curly head was jauntily perched a sailor’s hat, decor 
ated with a long, green ribbon, that fluttered in the bresze. 
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He seemed in no hurry with his work, though his nets were 


not half mended, and the sun was sinking behind St. An- 
thony’s Nose. 

He smoked his pipe lazily, and from time to time paused 
between two long whiffs, and ran his gaze along the white 
beach, gazing not at the huts of his poorer neighbors, nor at 
the Osprey’s Nest, before which a party of the “ quality” 
were bathing, but far beyond, to where a road led into the 
back country. 

While he was thus occupied, a young girl-about sixteen 
years of age came to the open door, and watched him in 
silence. 

She was one of Erin’s loveliest daughters, with fairy form, 
with haunting face, with witching eyes, and a luxuriant mass 
of raven hair, that hung in dancing curls around a spotless 
brow. Her dress was simple, as betitted her station, but her 
beauty eclipsed the humble garb. 

“Will he come to-night?” she at length ask’, in @ rich, 
musical voice. 7 

“ Divil a know I know, an’ divil a ha’porth I'd care, if it 


‘wasn’t fur dhe poor chratures who hayn’t dhe rint for him,” 


answered the man, without turning his head. 

‘‘Sure he can’t expect any money from the tenants, when 
they havn’t had a day’s work to earnit. Why, father, 
Lord Banker hasn’t given any man work since the first 
Fenian was arrested, and some of his tenants are starving. - 

A scowl contracted the man’s brow. ° 

‘*Dhat’s dhe way wid dhem all, dear—iv’ry land-owned 
among them; an’ if dhere had been work, if dhere had been 
bread fur dhim dhat’s starvin’, dhere wouldn’t have been 


_ any Fenians dhis day in Ireland. 


‘‘Dhere’s English landlords; dhere’s Scotch landlords; 
an’ dhere’s Irish landlords: but dhere’s no difference be- 


_ tween dhem. Dhey are all sthrivin’ to crush dheir poor 


tenants, in iv’ry possible way. 3 
‘‘ First, dhey give dhem work, an’ fwhat dhe poor chra- 


tures make is torn fhrom dhem by taxes. Dhen comes 4 


bad s’agon fur Che crops—dhey have -nayther food nor ring 
money~-dhe landlords tum dhem out on dhe roadside, te 
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stharve an’ die—dheir cabins are torn dywn, an’ dhim dhat 
can get to Ameriky fares well, thank God! but dhim who 
can’t ’—— : 

He paused, anda heavy sigh struggled up from his broad 
breast as fearful memories thronged before his mental vision. 

“Holy mother! but it’s maddenin’ whin wan thinks iv 
our wrongs; an’! many times wondher fwhy God allows it 
at all.” | “eh ) 

‘We can’t understand any thing God does, and we 
shouldn’t be trying to when it’s impossible. The time may 
come when Ireland will be free—if not, the poor shall be 
rich in: the kingdom of heaven, and there our oppressors 
shall receive everlasting punishment,” said the fair girl. 

' ©DPD—n dhem, dhey shall be punished in dhis world!” ex- 
claimed the fisherman, savagely, ‘‘an’ dhe hour is near at 
- hand whin millions of slaves will t’row off dhe galling yoke 
of oppression, rind asundher dhe chains of shlavery, an’ 
dhrive dheir inemies fhlyin’ fhrom ould Erin’s soil! 

«Whin Ameriky frees nagur shlaves, it’s time ould John 
Bull freed hees fwhite slaves, I’m thinkin’. 

“Tare an’ ages! dhe candle-atin’ Rooshians have freed 
dheir serfs, an’ it’s time ourselves ought to enjoy liberty, If 
we can’t be given our rights, bedad we must fight like other 
min an’ other nations. 

‘Blood an’ ouns! an Irishman mustn’t be behind serfs 
an’ nagurs.” , 

The girl was about to laugh at her father’s remark, but 
the fisherman suddenly drew something from his breast and 
held it aloft, exclaiming, proudly : 

‘<D’ye know fwhat dhat is?” 

Her cheeks paled, forthe article flashed in the declining 
light, and she knew at once what it-was. 
 *¢Tt?g an Irish pike-head, with axe and hook attached,” 
she replied. “Saints defend us from harm! Where did 

you get it?” . 

’ J made it, acushla, an’ more dhan a hundhred besides— 
enough to supply all Lord Banker’s tinants, whin our chief 
gives us dhe ordher to rise. If ould John Bull had a prod 
of dhis betune dhe ribs, divil anudher pound o’ beef he’d 


MAD NANOY. Wr 


ate, or sorra anudher mug o’ ale wud he pour down hees 
dir‘y t’roat.” 

“You make pikes? Father, I never knew this before 
and shoulu any person betray you, your life would be taken 
by Dirkem’s dragoons, who. are scouring the country in 
every direction, arresting those who are suspected, and 
bribing men to giv: them information. Give me the ‘pike, 
for it may be found in your possession.” 

‘ She held out her hand, but he drew back the pike and 
thrust it in his bosom., 

‘No, no, Nell, you can’t have dhat,” he said, fur I 
must put a handle in it, an’ be rheady fur dhe dhrill to-mor- 
row night.” 

‘““My God! have you been mad enough to join the Fe- 
nians? Oh, what will become of me if you are imprisoned 
—or killed? Who would protect your own Nell then? 
Throw away that horrid weapon, and leave the misguided 
and you have joined! When aid arrives from America, 
when our chief and his armies take the field, then it will be 
time enough to go—but wen and see, for my sake—oh, 
father, do?” 

‘I’m bound by an oath, ei if I bhreak dhat oath dhe Fani- 
_ ans’ll_murdher me. , Say no more, fur yondher comes dhe 
agent wid hees thievin’ gang. Go inside, dear.” 

The twilight shadows were ,fast deepening. The sur- 
rounding objects were growing somewhat <ndistinct; the 
saucy craft still rocked gently on the waters; the old salt 
still sat on the deck smoking; the bathers were sttting on 
the veranda before the Osprey’s Nest, listening to an antede- 
luvian harpsichord played by some, ameteur in the parlor ; 
the peasants and fishermeh were “lounging about the hut 
doors, cursing their oppressors; and old Ocean’s waves . 
_ thundered on the sandy beach its unceasing anthem to ages 
past. 

Such was the scene that greeted the eyes of Joe Dasher, 
Lord Banker’s agent and tax gatherer, as he rode along the 
beach, followed by four servants in shining livery. They 
were all mounted and armed ; for the brutal agent was hated 
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by the tenantry—not without cause—as our reader will 
soon see. | 

The poor people were expecting him, and when he came 
in sight every brow was clouded, every heart was sad. 

“The schoundrel,” muttered an old man, who was 
feeding a mule beside his cabin, ‘“‘I’d like to dhrive bul- 
lets through hees skull, dhe unfeelin’ brute!” * 

“We'll be turned out dhis night,” muttered a cripple, 2s 
he hobbled into another cabin, to tell them the agent had ar- 
rived from ——. 

‘““Wirra, wirra, baby dear,” moaned a pale woman, 
clasping her wailing infant to her breast, whose fount was 
dry in want of food, “fwhere will I rest my head this 
night ?” | 

**God’s holy will be done! Ihave but a few hours to 
live; dhe death-pain is gnawin’ at me old heart, an’? maybe 
he’ll ave me to die in my bed. Ax him,” gasped old Patsy 
Cloony, as his trembling wife bathed his burning brow. 

These, and: similar expressions were uttered in every 
cabin, while children cowered im dark corners, dreading the 
sound of the agent’s voice. ! 

Poverty reigned in every cabin—for there had been 1to 

work in months. The land-owners feared the Fenian insur- 
rection, and took immediate measures to weaken their poor 
tenants by starving them ; and in no better manner could they 
have done it than by depriving them of every occupation 
that gave them bread. 
_ Lord Banker’s tenants laughed. “We can live on the fish 
in Kilkieran Bay till our chief ordhers us out,” they cried, 
but our chief didn’t ‘‘ordher” them out, and when the 
quarter rent was due they found out “ fish wouldn’t pay - 
ft. 

Lord Banker’s agent rode by the bathing-house in gallant 
style, and three or four gentlemen of questionable character 
recognized him by. a nod. 

The door of the nearest cabin was open, and in an instant 
he drew rein before it, nearly riding over the humble propri- 
etor, who was hastening forth to meet him, hat in hand. 

“‘ Jem Noonan ?”* ee 
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“Vis, yer honor.” ci 

‘‘ Hand outa quarter’s rent! py? 

*‘Sure, sir, Lord Banker knows I hayn’t wan ha’ penny. in 
dlie world, an’ ”»—— 

‘‘Shut up!” thundered the agent. ‘‘To-morrow we" 
drive away your mule and pig. After that we shall burn the 
‘shanty ; therefore you had best find shelter before my men 
come, No praying to me! Go to Father Darcy, you ragged 
Fenian! Forward, men!” 

Cabin after cabin they visited, and every tenant received 
notice to quit, for among them all not one had the ren; 
money; and Lord Banker had given orders to eject every 
one, knowing they had on place to lay their heads. | 

Long before the agent’s work was ended he was ina 
furious rage, striking men, women, and children with his 
riding-whip. .The last cabin he visited was old Clooney’s, 
and the poor man was near death. His wife came to the 
door, her hands upraised, her hair disheveled, and etm Be- 
picted in every feature. 

“ Rent !” was the brutal salutation that the agent site 
as she began to explain how matters stood within. | 

“Me ould man is dyin’ wid dhe fever, an’? fur God’s sake 
let his sowl depart in peace,” she pleaded, in agonizing - 
accents, e 

‘‘He is always dying, and the devil hasn’t got him yet. 
~ The money I must have; and if you don’t shell out, down 
goes your shanty. [ll make an example of one blasted 
- Fenian to strike terror into their hearts. Fork over from 
your old stocking where the money is stowed to buy pikes.” 

Dasher’s attendants laughed. They were afraid of him, 
therefore they grinned at everything he said, to please him. 

The sufferer heard their conversation, and groaned aloud. 
In his anxiety to speak to the brutal agent he endeavored to 
raise, but his strength failed him, and he fell prostrate on the 
floor, while his old wife was clinging to Dasher’s stirrups, 
begging them to leave them until the old man died. 

*Fwhat’s dbat? Wirra, wirra, wirra! Mary, Mother, 
but he’s lyin’ dead on dhe floore,”’ shricked the terrified crea- 
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ture, and rushing into the cabin, she threw herselz prostrate 
on the floor beside him, moaning in agonizing accents: 

‘“‘Oh! Patsey, Patsey, darlint, have ye gone throm me for- 
ever? Spake wanst more! Take me hand in yer own 
again! 7 

“Wan luk fhrom yer lovin’ eyes, wan kiss fhrom yer lips, 
before dhe angels bear ye away !” 

There came no answer to this mournful wail. The old man 
_ lay motionless, with the light of an expiring candle falling on 
his attenuated. form and ghastly features. She grasped his 


_. hand. It gave back a feeble pressure, and, with the last 


death-struggle he ardse to a sitting posture, his eves glaring 
frightfully in their hollow sockets. , 
Tenderly, passionately, he kissed the aged dame, who had 


shared Life’s joys and sorrows with him for thirty years, then’ 


throwing his arms wildly aloft, he shouted in frenzied tones: 
‘Down wid dhe tyrant! Ireland an’ LNerty! Ould Ire- 
land forever !” 
-This was all he said. This was the last struggle of dying 
humanity ; then came the death-rattle, and the weary spirit 


burst the Oppressor’s chain, and soared away to the ‘‘ Better | 


Land,” the Land of Eternal Liberty, the Land of Light, Love, 
and Joy ; where no one starves, and the Bread of Life is free 
~ to all. ae 

Thousands of such scenes are enacted every day, and thou- 
sands annually perish in the sight of plenty, unallowed to 
gather the crumbs that fall from the rich man’s table; starving, 
while feasts of choice viands deck “‘ Dhe Masthers” board, 
and gentlemen’s hounds eat the food the peasants would toil 
for. 
Joe Dasher heard Old Clooney’s last words, and saw him 
die. He had dismounted, and stood in the doorway, with 
the bridle,of his horse over hisarm. , — 

‘One Fenian less,” he exclaimed, when the old man fell 
backward, and in a moment he was in the saddle. 

“Dismount, and throw everything that shanty contains 
on the roadside!” : | | ) 
“Work lively men, and when the hovel is cleared, burn it 
to the ground. Ill show these ragged rascals a sample of 
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what they may expect to-morrow. Have no fear, for these 
ee water-rats dare not harm you. 

‘*Dirkem and twenty dragoons are at the Osprey’s Nest, 
ready to massacre the first man among them who dare raise 
his head like an honest man. Fire away! ‘and you will find 
me at Emmett Clare’s cottage, talking with his pretty daugh- 
ter, Nell. Refreshments will await you.” ~~ 

Joe Dasher rode away, and a volley of curses followed 
him from the peasants who had gathered near in awe-struck 
groups to witness this last act of brutality. 

His orders were strictly obeyed; the few articles of fur- 
niture were dashed out and broken; the corpse was borne 
away by four rude peasants, who begged the privilege; and 
as the weeping woman followed her husband’s remains to a 
neighboring cabin, the fire from her own rude hut cast a 
lurid glare on the sandy beach, revealing a party of dra- 
goons who Were in search of suspected Fenians. 

As Joe Dasher approached the fisherman’s cottage, a dark 
figure bounded suddenly forth from ‘behind a rock, and 
swinging a heavy bludgeon high in air, he knocked the horse- 
man senseless from the saddle; then leaping on the terrified 
steed, he dashed away like the wind. cue 

The fisherman ‘and his RSUEAIEE saw what occurred from 
the cottage door. 

‘**T’ve settled him for this night, and I’ve captured a fast 
horse for our chief,” shouted the man, as he rode past. 
_ “Farewell, Emmett Clare! Good bye, Nell! If any one 
inquires who leveled Joe Dasher, tell them it was the Fenian 
: Spy! 1? 

A loud laugh rang out, and the figure vanished in the 
gloom. 

“Poor Neil! He is too rash, too daring. and I'm afraid 
Dirkem’s drageons will capture him in some of his mad ad- 
ventures,” exclaimed Nell Clare. | 

‘Capture dhe divil, or-a witch on a broomstick,” replied 
her father. ‘Begarra, I shouldnt be surphrised to hear 
dbat himself an’ Stephens war both in London, raisin’ mis- 
chief undher the queen’s nose before long. 


‘But go iaside, darlin’, while I inferm Dasher’s min he’s 
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lyin’ fur dead on dhe beach. In wid ye, an’ don’t be frettin’ 
about your Sphy lover.” 

So saying, Emmett Clare hastened toward the burning 
cabin, 





CHAPTER IIL 


LORD BANKER—THE LADY AGNES O’HARA—THR FENIAN 
-SPY—A DARING DEED. 


Lord Banker was a young man, and the owner of a splen- 
did estate, situated a few miles from Kilkieran Bay. 

His parents were dead, and having neither brother nor sis- 
ter to share his possessions, his wealth far exceeded that of 
any landed proprietor in that section of country. Adjoin- 
ing his lands was the O’Hara Manor, owned by Brian Dhu 
O’Hara, ‘‘the proudest Irish gentleman,” as he himself 
said, “in all Ireland.” 

_. Lord Banker was paying court to the Lady Agnes O’Hara, 
the proud gentleman's only child, and it was reported 
_ among the knowing ones that they were soon to be wedded. 

On the evening on which Joe Dasher was knocked sense- 
less from his horse, Lord Banker and his betrothed were 
strolling in O’Hara’s grand old park, talking the same soft 
nothing that all lovers talk once in life, be their station high 
or low. 

Far back from the roadside stood the monkish mansion, 
with turrets and towers, wings and quadrangles, that made 
it resemble an old, Elizabethian castle. In front was the 
_ park, with its giant trees, a century old, its winding walks, 
its graveled drive, its velvet turf, o’er which the youthful 
pair walked with unheard footstep, startling sometimes a 
- hare, while scores of deer gazed fearlessly at them as they 
passed, and gaudy-plumaged birds envied the changing 
colors of Lady Agnes’ silken robe. | 

Lord Banker had passed a pleasant afternoon, and he was 
about to start for home, anxious te hear his agent’s report. 
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The fair girl walked with him to the park gates, where a 
stable-boy was waiting with his horse. 

‘‘Anything new about the Fenians ?” asked Agnes, as 
they strolled leisurely along. 

‘*Nothing to alarm us. We hear of bathigs and drills 
at midnight in mountainous districts, aid from America, to- 
gether with many other incredible tales, and there it ends. 
Some few arrests have been made, and the government 
spies are everywhere vigilant, gaining information from 
traitorous Fenians in their very midst.. But there are two 
men I would like to see hung, for two more daring devils 
never lived.” 

‘¢ And who are these men you hate so much ?” 

‘‘One is the far-famed Centre, and the other is Neil Con- 
nor, the Fenian Spy, whose daring adventures ‘are me 
theme of every tongue.” | 

“JT admire him for his daring,” said the Lady are 
“and where is he now?” — 

‘‘That is a hard question to answer; but he was last seen 
in Oughterard, peddling flannel. He assumes many dis- 
guises, and is never long in one place. I would give a hun- 
dred pounds to see him.” 

“Tl take the money, my lord, for here Tam!” exclaimed 
a hoarse voice. 

The Lady Agnes screamed, and Lord faker turned 
quickly about, placing himself before his begrothed. 


There in the moonlight, about five paces distant, stood an. 


old man with long gray hair, wearing a long gray cloak, that 
completely concealed his form. Both arms were extended, 
and both hands held a horseman’s pistol presented. Lord 
Banker was astounded at the man’s daring, and for a moment 
he stood like a statue, motionless, speechless. 

‘‘T am in something of a hurry; take a good look at me; 
then I'll accept your purse and depart,” said the Spy. 

“Tf I was armed you wouldn’t escape: I would blow your 
brains out,” fiercely exclaimed the enraged gentleman. 
_ “Tam waiting for the money. If you do not produce it 
while Iam counting ten, I'll blow your brains out. 

be Que—two ee 
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**Curses on you! take my. purse, but you shall swing for 
this,” hissed Lord Banker, as he extended a net-work bag, 
well filled’ with gold, at arm’s length. 

The Spy grasped it, weighed it a moment in his hand, and 
then thrust it into a pouch under his left arm. ‘‘ You have 
seen me, and you have paid dear for the sight. Interfere 
* with any of my future movements, and you will lose your 
life. Remember, I have warned you. 

‘¢ And now my lord, good evening! You have a fine horse 
at the gates, and as I have along journey before me, while 
you have only a short distance to go, I must have the animal, 

‘‘ Tf I never return the beast, send i in your bill to Congress, 
when the Fenian Republic is established, and it’il be paid.” 

A fearful oath broke from the gentleman’s pallid lips, and 
he started toward the gates to save his favorite racer; but 
the Spy bounded after him, and with one tremendous blow, 
felled him to the earth, then hastening out at the great gates, 
he tripped up the stable boy, mounted Lord Banker’s horse, 
and rode away. 

‘*A good haul for the fe Treasury,,and two good 
~ porses for our officers,” exclaimed the gallant Spy, as he gave 
he racer free rein. 

‘¢ Tf Old Ireland’s in chains, I’m a free man at least. Tear 
ahead, racer! for a better man than Lord Banker is in the sad- 
dle now. ‘Tear ahead!” 

Onward he rode until he reached a black common, anl 
turning aside from the main road, he sped across the level 

plain until a solitary cabin appeared in sight, the only humble 
‘habitation for miles around. ; 

This he soon reached, and a man met him at the door. 

‘“‘ Where is the other horse!” inquired the Spy. 

‘Tied in the thicket at the cross roads, sur.” 

“Very well; I’lltake the animal along with me. If any. 
one inquires whether | passed this way or not, tell them yes. 
Good night, Andy !” 

“ Good night, sur.” ¢ 

Again the Spy sped onward, and the man entered the 


cabin, muttering: 


‘Well, well, dhat Neil Connor ‘beats dhe ould boy fur 


~ him. 
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impudence an’ darin’! To think iv him takin’ dhe agent’s 
horse on Kilkieran beach, an’ ridin’ off wid Lord Banker's 
racer, Black Bess, under hees very nose, an’ all dhe same 


night, too. Ha, ha, ha! I shouldn’t be wan bit surprised if 


he tuk dhe chrown from dhe Quane’s head when all dhe 
Parli’ment war sittin’ ’round her! God protect him, anyhow, 
an’ dhe saints betune him an’ harm fwherever he goes.” 
Andy Martin closed the door, and laid down on his bed of 
rushes to sleep, while a gaunt wolf-dog watched beside 


Before noon on the following day an advertisement was in 


the country papers, in which was offered a large reward for | 


the Fenian Spy, dead or alive. , 
Mounted men rode through every neighboring town and 
village, posting large bills in every conspicuous place, de- 
scribing the appearance of Neil Connor, and officers were on 
his track in every direction. .. 
Lord Banker’s tenants were not ejected, for the gentleman 
feared to exasperate them too much after what had occurred 


-—he feared they might take his life. 


Joe Dasher walked about nursing a sore head, and as he 
walked, he wished all Fenians were in a place we will not 
name. , | 


Old Clooney was buried, and menacing scowls were given 


to the richly-attired dragoons who rode up and witnessed 
the interment. alia. 





CHAPTER IV. 


THE SECRET MEETING—THE TWO INTRUDERS—‘‘ OLD IRELAND 
AND LIBERTY.” 


_It was midnight, and a small band of Fenian patriots had 


‘ met together in an underground chamber beneath O’Hara’s 


ruined castle. The apartment was about sixty feet long, and 


- forty feet wide; the roof was lofty ; but the floor and walls, 


built of rough brown stone, was wet with the dampness that 


continually accumulated. | a, 
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This chamber had been used to.confine prisoners in when 
the old Irish kings fought among themselves, and the O’Hara’s 
wore purple and crimson ; when Erin was greater than her 
sister isle, whose chains she now Clanks in servile bondage. 

An iron lamp, that was suspended by a chain from the 
ceiling, in the centre of the chamber, gave a dim light, that 
make surrounding objects appear like phantoms in black. 
Beneath the lamp stood a small table, covered with green 
baize—spread out on the table was a tattered Irish flag—and 
beside it the glorious banner of Columbia—the stars and 
stripes, with. the stars undivided. 7 

A harp with broken strings was fastened upright in the 
middle, and around the harp was twined a rusty chain. 
Perched on the harp was a carved eagle, holding in its beak 
a bunch of withered shamrock. | 

At the head of the fable sat Mad Nancy, writing rapidly, 
her cloak wrapped closely about her form, and one lock of 
_ gray hair trailing on the paper. The walls were adorned with 
pikes, some fresh and bright, as though they were just made, 
others rusty, showing they had been on the damp walla 
long time. — 0 

Two large chests stood in one corner, but what they con- 
tained the author could not tell, without revealing the ‘“‘grand | 
secret’ of the ‘‘ Brotherhood.” Time will show their con- 
tents, and the nations will be startled. 

‘Good names, and true,” murmured Mad Nancy, as she 
folded the paper on which she had been writing, and hid it 
beneath her mantle. ‘‘ Good names, and true; men who are 
willing to peril life and fortune with us--men who will not 
flinch from danger when it comes.” _ 

There was a rumbling sound that echoed strangely in the 
vaulted chamber; a stone moved slowly out from the solid 
masonry, and six men entered, one after the other, without 
speaking. 

In a few moments others followed, by twos, threes, and 
singly, until twenty-four stood in the —_— conversing ~ 
in whispers. . 

‘‘ Better late than never !” exclaimed a manly voice, ands 
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handsortie many» wearing the jaunty garb of a sailor, leaped 
through the aperture, closing it behind him. 

He bowed to the men standing by, and having shaken 
hands with Mad Nancy, he drew a stool from under the table, 
threw his ‘‘ tarpaulin” on the flags, and said : 

‘<T have but five minutes to stay, for three fugitives from 
Dublin are on the coast near Beetle Inlet, closely pursued by 
English bloodhounds. I must sail for that point and rescue 
them before they are captured.” 

“ Who gave you information ?” inquired Nancy. 

“Neil Connor, the Spy. I met him while on my way 
hither, and I had a hearty laugh at his appearance.” 

‘¢ Anything new, Captain?” asked one of the bystanders. 

The Captain ran his eye over the faces of the men rap- 
idly, and after saying, ‘‘ All right,” “he answered the ques- 
tion. | 

‘New? Something entirely new. The daring Spy was 
dressed in Lord Banker’s livery ”—— 

“See that!” 

‘An’ thé fun of it was, he carried a roll of itaenvits under 
his arm, which he posted everywhere among his enemies, 
offering a reward for his own arrest.” 

“ Hurrah, fur Neil!” exclaimed a stout fellow, who had 
listened with mouth agape while the Captain was talking. 

‘‘ Begarra, he’s dhe lad,” chimed in another. 

“‘'Ye may well say dhat,” added Fenian No. 3. . 

‘‘He even visited the Osprey’s Nest, and denounced the 
Fenians in strong language while tacking up a placard in a 
room full of gentlemen, besides four of Dirkem’s dragoons.” 

A murmur of admiration arose, but it was checked when 
the Captain drew a paper from his pocket, and read aloud : 

‘‘Important News from America—Continued Success of . 
the Fenians—O’Mahony Addresses a Tremendous Gathering 
—Meetings Held by the Brotherhood in Every State—Money 
Subscribed by all Classes—Millions in the Fenian Treasury 
Millions More Flowing in Like Water—Ladies Pawning 
_ all Valuable Jewelry and Diamonds—Laborers Giving their 
Last Dollar to Aid the Glorious Cause—Servant Girls Giving 
their ‘Last Stamp—Muskets, Rifles, and Ammunition—A 
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Fleet Nearly Ready for Sea—Canada Sure to be Takén by 
Sweeny by Patrick’s Day—Terror Throughout England— 
John Bull Quaking with Fear.” 

How eagerly they listened to the ‘news; ” those hardy, 
honest men; and their bosoms heaved, their cheeks glowed, 
their eyes flashed i in anticipation of the coming conflict, that 
was to set them free. 

Afar off, in imagination, they beheld the field of bloody 
strife, and they longed to be there. 

When Captain Moran finished reading, each man paid in 
the small sum he had collected, gave him valuable informa- 
tion, and mentioned the names of several friends who wished 
to join the Brotherhood. 

‘‘ Bring them with you to our next meeting, and they shall 
be sworn. We meet on Thursday, at midnight, in the cave 
behind St. Anthony’s Nose. No stranger can enter th7s place. 
I must leaye you now; but he faithful, Linares and active 
until we meet again.” 

“Faithful, vigilant, and active,” repeated a deep, sepul- 
chral voice, that came from beneath them. ° 

Mad Nancy bounded to her feet, and drew two pistols 
- from under her cloak. Captain Moran followed her example, 
producing two similar weapons. The Fenian Brothers fell 
back a pace, as though a bomb had exploded in their midst, 
and every eye was fixed upon the floor, from under which 
thestrange voice sounded. 

“We have been betrayed!” exclaimed Mad Nancy. 

‘Stand firm, and we will sell our lives dearly,” said the 
Captain. + 
_ ‘Dearly when the hour for action comes,” exclaimed the 
voice again. 

‘< Don’t fire on poor Neil Connor,” erled atiotlind voice, and 
’ a large flag in the floor moved from its place, revealing a 
dark cavity, through which the air rushed, cold and chill. 

While the Fenians were spell-bound with astonishment, 
the Spy sprang nimbly into their presence, followed by an- 
other with gray hair, gray whiskers; tattered garb, bearing 
on hie supulsions @ pedlar’s pack, 
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‘‘Whom have we here—have you forgotten our rules, 
Neil?” asked Captain Moran, somewhat sharply. 

“TI forget nothing, sir. This gentleman is a good and true — 
Fenian,” laughingly replied the Spy. ‘‘ Please introduce 
yourself, my friend.” ' 

The stranger threw aside his battered hat, his whiskers, 
and his wig, and bowed low. 

There wasno mistaking that fine form, that head which 
scemed cast in bronze, that high foreahed, and those piercing» 
eyes, that seemed to transfix them with their gaze. For a 
moment the assembled Fenians regarded him in spell-bound 
amazement; then the Irish heart burst forth in a wild, ring- 
ing hurrah. | - 

‘¢Quld Ireland, Stephens, and Liberty!” was the cry, 
Hurrrah! hurrah! hurrah!” 

The wall of the gloomy cavern echoed back the sound, 
but ata signal from him they became silent. 

_ And then they crowded about him, shaking and kissing his 
hand; dancing for joy ; manifesting their delight in different 
ways, until the man’s heart was too full for utterance, and 
he turned away and wept. Yes, he wept while,standing 
amid that small band of faithful adherents, who had solemnly 
sworn to peril their lives for their country’s freedom. It was 
a touching scene, and one to be remembered, whether ‘their 
cause prosper or fail. 

But the chief’s time was precious. He was paying a flying 
visit to every county in Ireland, and he did not forget tbe 
humblest of his adherents. 

He had matured his plans in Dublin, amid his enexaies, and 
walked boldly through the streets in disguise, often convers- 
ing with the officers who were on his track; often mingling | 
in their company, and through every danger he escaped. _ 

Was there not some Power that guided and guarded him 
in his wanderings? Verily, we know it; for his many per- 
ilous adventures, his numberless hair-breadth escapes were 
miraculous. a 

He addressed the little band briefly, and then they seps- 


rated; Stephens, Captain Moran, and the Spy going toward 


t ‘ 


oe oe geaND © ree awe 


80 - MAD NANOY. 


the coast, while the others dispersed in different directions to 
their homes: 

Mad Nancy was the last to leave. She extinguished the 
light, and sought the old tower, murmuring, as she crossed 
the old courtyard, where ruin and desolation reigned : 

“Old ireland and Liberty!” 


CHAPTER V. 


WAYLAID—A DESPERATE STRUGGLE—ANDY MARTIN AND 
THE DOG ‘‘ SHAMROOK.”’ 


' Under cover of the darkness the chief embarked with Capt. 
Moran, after bidding adieu to the Spy beneath an overhang- 
ing rock on the beach near St. Anthony’s Nose. | 

The Spy watched the little boat until the waves hid it from 
view, and then he clambered up a shelving ledge of granite 
to the level plateau above, struck into a well-known yan and 
hastened away toward the open country. 

He soofi reached the main road that led to Kearney Cross, 
and the moonbeams illumed his lonely way. He was. going 
to visit Andy Martin, whose cabin was four miles distant, on 
_ the moor, that lay spread out like a map, beyond Lord 
Banker’s estate. 

We have mentioned Andy Martin before. The Spy halted 
-at his cabin a moment on the night he robbed Lord Banker 
in O’Hara’s Park. 

Being a rapid walker he soon reached the moor, and on the 
outskirts he halted to wipe the perspiration from his brow. 
The young lord’s mansion was visible far away amid the trees, 
the headlands of Kilkieran loomed up in the background, 
and the desolate moor stretched. away before him for five 
miles, with here and there a stunted tree to relieve the bleak 
monotony. 

Clumps of furze and hazel grew by the roadside, showing 
that the soil was not altogether unproductive, but no plough 
had ever broken the ground, and no agriculturist had ever 
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endeavored to cultivate the barren waste, that under proper 
sunEroratom, would have ve} ed bppnpltl “crops after two 
years’ care. 

A gentleman who was once travelling coe that part of 
the country, asked a peasant sitting by the roadside, if they 
ever raised enything on that wasteland? 

** Aye, indade we do, sur.” 

“* What ?” . 

‘“‘ Well,” replied the ragged wayfarer, as he removed a 
stumpy pipe from his mouth, and gazed up at the horseman 
from under the tattered rim of his battered hat: ‘‘ We gin- 
erally raise dhe divil.” 

The American rode on, after tossing the man a silver coin, 
perfectly satisfied that his answer was true. ; 

Having rested, the Spy started across the moor; but he 
had not gone many paces ere he was startled by a stealthy 
footstep behind him, and turning, he beheld four. men 
approaching rapidly. One was in advance of the rest, armed 
with a heavy club, or bludgeon. When the ruffian saw that 
he was discovered, he raised his club, and rushed at the Spy, 
determined that he should not escape. 

Neil Connor, who was brave as a lion, was resolved to 
give them battle. He was used to danger, and many a time 
he had been in a “tighter fix” than that. 

‘Surrender, in the queen’s name!” shouted the rufiian, 
and his companions hastened forward to aid him. 

‘“Fool !” retorted the Spy, contemptuously, and quicker 
than thought he drew a pistol from his breast and leveled it. 

There was a ringing report—the villain threw up both 
arms—the club dropped from his grasp—and he tell heavily 
on the ground, 

With a yell, of rage the other three rushed forward to 
avenge their comrade, and the Spy | saw that they were all 
armed alike. 

. “Surrender!” cried one. 

‘*Beat his brains opt!” yelled another. 

‘Don’t harm him, for we were ordered to take him alive ” 
screamed the hindmost. 

-. “Back, back, I say! The next man who approaches 
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shall die!” exclaimed N eil, and another pistol was pointed 
at the advancing foe. © c 

They heeded not his warning, and again he fired, drop- 
ping another assailant. He had barely time to put himself 
in an attitude of defence when the foe was upon him. 

They aimed furious blows at him, but by turning and 
dodging with wonderful agility, he managed* to save Ine 
head, until an unlucky stroke rendered his left arm power- 
less. 

The tide of battle was turned against him, and he would 
doubtless have been captured, for his adversaries were 
. Strong men, incited to bravery by the proniise of a large 
‘reward—but aid was ct hand. 

A wild ‘‘halloo” sounded near, and the next moment a 
man bounded forward, leveling one ruffian with his fist. 
Behind him came a gaunt wolf-dog, and the faithful animal 
sprang like a tiger upon the last remaining foe, burying his 
teeth in the man’s throat, and bearing him heavily to the 
earth. 

“‘Hurroo!” shouted the new-comer. ‘‘ Ould Ireland for- 
ever! Seize him, Shamrock!. Hould him, me boy! Rise 
up, some 0’ yese, an’ fight me, ye cowardly aa fur ’’m 
ghrowin’ rusty fur dhe want iv use. 

“Ould Ireland, Fanianism, an’ Liberty forever! How 
are ye, me fri’nd ?” he added, turning to Neil. 

“For God’s sake, save that man! The dog is killing 
him!” shouted the Spy. 

‘Andy Martin turned and dragged ‘Shamrock from the - 
prostrate wretch—his throat was fearfully lacerated, and the: 
savage animal’s muzzle was dripping with blood. 

Shamrock growled and endeavored to break loose, but a 
heavy blow calmed his rage, and then the two turned to exe 
amine the wounded. They were startled by a party of 
mounted dragoons, who were seen afar off, and the Roy ex- 
claimed : \ 

‘*¢We must run for our lives!” 

“Come on dhin,” said Andy, ‘an’ as my vabin isn’t safe 
quarthers, we'll cut across dhe counthry to Mad Nancy’s.” 

A shout from the advancing dragoons announced that they. 
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wete discovered, and both set off at full speed across the 
barren moor. 

The horsemen gave pursuit, but the fleet-footed fugitives 
gained the bogs beyond the plain and escaped through them 
bya well-known route to the mountainous country border- | 
ing on the wave-washed coast. 

Travel-soiled and weary, they reached the ruined castle at 
sunrise, and Mad Nancy prepared them an humble meal 
while the Spy related his adventure. 

After satisfying the demands of hunger, they lay down to 

‘sleep on the bed of rushes, while Nancy went forth to hear 
the gossip among the “quality,” who bathed at an early 
hour. She was attired in the same garb worn when intro-. 
duced to our readers, and in a green bag she carried her 
harp. 

We will leave her on the way, with the gay laughter of 
the bathers floating on the breeze as she wandered leisurely 
along the pebbly shore. 


| 





CHAPTER VI. 


JOE DASHER MAKES A DEOLARATION OF LOVE—NELL’S 
REJECTION—DASHER'S THREAT. 


Nell Clare was returning from the beach that morning. 
She had accompanied her father to the shore, and watched 
him launch his light bark on the sparkling waves; watched 
him as he hoisted the snowy sail; watched the boat as it 
glided over the vast expanse of waters like a thing of life; 
watched until it disappeared in the distance, fading from her 
vision, ‘until it seemed but a speck on the open bay, far, wad 
away. ; 

She had accompanied him thus for many years, kissing his 
bronzed cheek when he departed, and welcoming him back 
with smiles when he returned; but she had never thought : 
He is growing old. The time ee come when be will return 


no more, 
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Youth and happiness were hers, and no cloud of sorrow 
had ever dimmed the sunlight of her joy. 

Youth—glorious youth ! Would that its pleasures might 
last: forever ! 

But Time brings aaxppotidiaat and sorrow to all; and 
all must cross the dark river of ‘Death! 

Well is it for those who trust in Him that can save our 
souls when the dark hour. cometh, for there is no sorrow, 
parting, pain or death in the Eternal World. 

Nell Clare was very beautiful, but she never looked love- 
lier than on that summer morning. 

Her form was displayed in all its fullness by a tight-fitting 
bodice of black velvet, ornamented with scarlet braid; and 
her kirtle of green fell in graceful folds about her rounded 
limbs, the lower extremities, and the small feet, encased in 
dainty gaiters, being exposed whenever the wind played 
roguish pranks along the shore. Her teeth were like pearls 
—her lips resembled twin rosebuds—her eyes sparkled like 
diamonds—and the morning walk had imparted a peach-like 
bloom to her cheeks. 

Her hair hung in a luxuriant mass of wavy ringlets over 
her shoulders, and the wind tossed them sportively about 
with invisible fingers. 

Her bewitching smile would have shaken the saintship of 
an anchorite, and Father Darcy ofttimes forgot his religious 
duties when he stopped for halfan hour at her father’s cot- 
- tage. 

Yes, she was very beautiful; everybody. thought BO; and 
why shouldn’t Joe Dasher think so, 100, as-he witiibed her 
tripping over the white sand, where the impress of her fout 
was just visibleas he followed her ? 

_ She was as good as beautiful; she hada pleasant word 
for all; and at every sick bed you mipht be sure to find her; 
in every cabin her presence was like sunshine; and a multt- 
tude of prayers ascended daily to the throne of grace thas 
God would bless her through life, and save her in heaven. 

It is noble to lead such alife! It is happiness to be ¢hue 
loved by those around us! . 

Joe Dasher follewed her, we said He had watched unck 
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the fisherman sailed away, and when Nell-retraced her steps 
toward the cottage, he walked slowly after her. For what? 
To learn his fate; as many a lover has done before him; and 
many more will do while the world stands. 

He had known Emmett Clare aad his daughter five years, 
end Nell had coquetted with him until she learned his true 
character, then she despised him. 

He had dressed himself with unusual care. Not a wrinkle 
- marred the beauty of his hunting-coat; his breeches showed 
well formed limbs; his high-topped boots, adorned with 
yellow tassels, shone brightly with ‘‘ Day & Martin’s” black- 
ing; his hair was eens | arranged ; and he was very pre- 
sentable. 

Ah! I am mistaken. I had forgotten the blow that felled 
him from his horse: A silk handkerchief was bound tightly 
about his brow, and hid the ugly wound, that gave him an 
interesting appearance. So he thought himself, and young 
lovers always like to appear interesting. 

But another thing I must tell you: he had that morning 
made an important discovery ; he saw the fisherman hi@e 
something before he went away, and that something he had 
in his posession. 

He determined to make goal use of it. What it was, and 
how he succeeded you shall soon learn. 

Before our heroine entered the cottage she turned to gaze 
back at the beautiful bay, on whose waters the sunlight was 
falling, making the waves glow with a thousand rainbow 
tints, and she beheld the agent marching along with pompous 
air, whistling “ God Save the Queen.” 

An-angry frown clouded her brow. He came up smiling. 
He raised his hat and bowed. She returned his respectful 
salutation coldly, and not wishing him to enter the cottage, 
gat down ‘on an upturned boat, in full view of the gentlemen 
who were strolling on the beach with their femiltes. 

«‘Good morning, Nell!” | 

‘‘ Miss Clare, if you please, sir.” 

‘¢Ha! ha! Miss Clare? Deuced good that, upon my 
word, 1 have come over this morning to have a little con- 
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versation, and I am glad your are not occupied with house- 
hold care.” 

i going to work now; I have a coat to make for 
Brian McMannus, who is crippled with the rheumatism, so 
you may cp another time when my father is here to enter- 
tain you.” , 

‘*Nay, but you must answer two or three MBAHBODS before 
I go. ” : 

_** Must ?” 

*¢ Well, you will.” ; 

<c'Three questions. Let them be short, and my answers 
shall be the same, then there will not be much time lost,” she 
repligd, saucily. * 

He colored, and bit his lips to conceal his rage, thinking: 
“She carries herself proudly, but I have the power to hum- 
ble her pride.” 

He began the attack boldly, and the abruptness of his 
question amazed her. | 

@eating himself on the boat near her, he folded his arms, 
gazed steadily in her face, and asked : 

‘Nell Clare, do you love me?” 

. “Love you /” she echoed the words scornfully, and after 
returning his glance unwavaringly, she added: ‘I would as 
soon love Satan.” , | 

‘Very well. Will you be my wife?” 

‘‘Mr. Dasher, are you mac ?” she exclaimed, rising with 
an air of offended dignity, her dark eyes flashing, and her 
cheeks flushed. ‘‘Be your wife/ Rather than become 
your wife I would wed a Hoitentot. You have been taking 
too much wine I think.” 

The insult. stung him, for he was very proud. His face be- 
came ghastly, and he trembled like an aspen., Had no one 
been in sight he could have murdered her. 

There was a lurking devil in his eye, and she shrank from 
him. 

Mastering his passion, he eed again : 

‘Do you love another ?” 

“TIT do; one who is noble and good,” she answered, 
proudly. 
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“You shall never wed him!” he hissed, “savagely, and he, 
too, arose in his passion. ‘‘ Hear me, Nell Clair. Tlove you 
madly, and. no man shall steal you from me. If any rival 
stands between me and my love, by the Heaven that is above’ 
me, he shall die. You must marry me! I will never give 
you up,” he cried, vehemently, and the fair girl shuddered at 
his anger, shrinking further and further away as he advanced 
‘toward her; moving from the.cottage, that she might escape 
him in his madness. 

‘¢«Come no nearer! Would you harm me? If you ap- 
proach me I will cry for help, and the gentlemen yonder will 
hear me!” 

‘‘ Harm you?” he repeated, ‘‘ I wouldn’t harm you for the 
world. Donot fear me; but again I repeat you must be my 
bride, Nell Clare. I can compel you to consent to our 
union,” 

A triumphant smile curled his thin lip as he uttered these 
words. 

‘“<Compel me? Begone, and insult me no longer, for I will 
not endure your unmanly hreats. I am mistress of my own 
heart, and I give my affections to whom I choose.” 

She was moying away, png he determined to use his 
power. 

“Did you ever see this before?” "he inqvired, drawing a 
pike-head from his breast. ° 

For a moment. sense and strength seemed desétting her; 
she staggered forward and rested her hand on the boat for 
support, while everything faded from her sight. His hour 
of triumph had come at last. 

‘Where, oh! where did you find that?” she gasped. 

- “J found it under the door-sill—I saw your father put ft 
there before he went away this mor ning—I watched until you 
accompanied him to the beach—then [ stole from behind 
yonder rock, where I was concealed, and took the weapon 

from its. cosy. nook. : 

‘¢ The sill slides in and out like the cover of a box, and it 
is a cunning inyention traly.. Ha! ha!” 

‘What will you do with it? Give it to me! Throw it 
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into the water, and let it sink forever from sight,” sobbed 
the frightened girl, clasping her hands appealingly. 

“Ha! ha! I am not such a fool,” said Joe Dasher, 
grinning. ‘‘I mean to keep it; it is the sceptre with which I 
shall rule you, my pretty bird: I wouldn’t part with it for 
all Lord Banker’s wealth. Now, then, Pll give you one more 
chance, because I don’t wish to be mean—I don’t wish to 
take an unfair advantage of the girl I love. Let us have a 
final settlement, and afterward I shall know what course to — 
pursue.” 

Nellie Clare wept in silence, and Joe Dasher smiled in 
triumph. 

*¢ Your father is a Fenian,” he said, calmly. 

**No, no, no!” she sobbed. 

“This concealed pike is sufficient evidence to convict him, 
send him to prison, transport him, ‘or hang him. If you will 
svlemnly promise by all you hold sacred, by your hope of 


_ eternal salvation to marry me, you may have the weapon; 


but if you refuse, I will march straight to the Osprey’s Nest, 
give the prize to Captain Dirkem,@ell him where I found it, 
and if your father don’t swing, call me a liar afterwards, 

‘*T await your answer. Think well before you decide.” 

“Oh, Mr. Dasher, have pity, have mercy, and do not harm 
my poor father, for he is all I have to love on earth! He is 
my friend, my protector, my guide, and you will not injure 
him because I cannot love you,’ moaned Nell. 

‘* Wilkyou save him? -Will you be my wife ?” 

‘¢Ts there no other alternative? Is your heart adamant ? 
Be manly, and may God bless you.” 

“Will you be my wife? Remember, I am asking you the 
last time.” 

For a moment she raised her tearful eyes to heaven, dia 
her lips murmured, as if in prayer; then all color parted 
from her cheeks; a stony calmness overspread her face, — 
she replied : 

‘** Do your worst, heartless villain! For the last time I an- 
swer—no /” 

The words were wailed out agonizingly, like a despairing 
ery, and the heartiess villain walked away, chuckling over 
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the misery he had caused. She watched him until he reached 
the Osprey’s Nest; she saw him pause and speak to @ man 
in uniform; and then he entered the refreshment roa 
where creams and ices werekept. 

“The storm-cloud of sorrow has cast its dark shadow on 
my happy home. I warned my dear father and told him it 
would come to this, but he despised the counsél of his child, 
and now his enemies will take him from me; . they will con- 
fine him in a loathsome prison, and perhaps ——, Oh! no, 
no, no, I cannot think that ; it is too terrible. 

‘‘ Spirit of my sainted mother !” she cried, gazing upward 
at the pure, unclouded sky, ‘watch over me, and protect 
me when he is gone. se 

For many momenta she stood motionless, reviewed what 
had just occurred, and thea, overcome with the violence of 
contending emotions, she sat down on’ the door-sill, weeping 
bitterly. She heard laughter amid the gay throng on the 
beach, she heard merry Voices. and then all was still. Sud- 
denly ‘the sweet notes of aharn floated on the breeze, and a 
voice of song banished the melanchely thoughts that tortured 
her. © 

She raised her head, and beheld Mad Nancy sitting on a 
rock by the shore, surrounded by a crewd of ladies and gen- 
tlemen. 

They seemed tranced by the wild air the aged minstrel was 
piaying, and a holy calm stole over Nell’e treusled heart 
while she listened to the following 


+ SONG. 


Why art thou wandering 
Alone on the shore? 

The wind it blows high, 
And the wild tempests roar ; 

Oh! Iam wandering 
Here by the sea, 

To watch if my father’s 
Returning to me: 

For the wind it blows cold, ‘ 
Through the darkness of night; . 
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And [’m lingering here 
Since the dawning of lights 
Gazing tlirough tears 
O’er the fast driving sea ; 
To watch if my father’s 
Returning to me. . 


Last night when my father 
Went forth on the deep, 
To my cottage returning, 
I laid down to sleep; 
But while the calm | 
Of sweet sleep came to me, 
The voice of the tempest 
Was waking the sea: 


[thought in a dream, 


’T was my father that spoke; 
And.oh-! ’mid the wild 
Raging storm I awoke; 
But the father I loved 
Was afar on the sea; 
Oh! why in my dream* 
Called my father to me? 


| Lonely T look through 


The fast driving gale, 


_ Hopeless I see 


What Hope fancies a sail; 
But ’tis only the wing 
Of the sea-gull flits by, 
And my heart it sinks low 
At the bird’s wailing cry : 
For the gale must blow hard 
When the gull comes on shore; 
And oh! if the fisherman’s 
Bark floats no more; 
Kind angels guard him 
Where’er he may be! 
Oh! bring my father © 
In safety to me. 
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The melody. of the harp-strings died away entrancingly, 
and as a bevy of, maidens gathered about a young lady who 
wished.to have her fortune told, Nell forEsh her, sorrows and 
drew near to listen. ° 


CHAPTER VIL 
M’GILLIGAN’S INN—A FENIAN JUBILER—THE ARREST. 


On the coast, about a mile from Kilkieran Bay, stands a 
small inn, where the ‘“ Oughterard mail coach” halts to 
change horses. This inn was kept by ‘‘ wan Misther McGil- 
ligan,”, and it is needless to say, ‘the inn kept, him. 

“McGilligan was a ldndlord in a small way, renting a farm 
from an “absentee Marquis,” and whether the inn was 
patronized or not, the annual produce of his land enabled him 
to live in comfort. 

On the night following the events related in the last chap- 
ter, a. party of ‘‘gay Irish blades” assembled at the inn to: 
have a dance. There was a dozen hardy fellows, and every 
man was-a Fenian. The floor was cleared and sanded; a 
piper had come down from the mountains; there was whisky 
in abundance; and they were all in high spirits. 

The night came on dark and stormy; the thunder bellowed 
hoarsely ; the lightning gleams. were dazzling; the rain fell 
in torrents; the wind howled around the inn like an infuri- - 
ated demon § and the surge dashed against the bleak coast 
with an incessant roar ; but the little party heeded not the 
tempest, safely sheltered from its pitiless wrath. 

Blind Burke, the piper, played his liveliest ‘‘ chunes,” and 
the thumping ciatter of the “‘jiggers” feet might have waked 
the ‘‘ seven sleepers.” 

‘‘Phlay us the Black-Haired Girl! Give us Behind the 


Bush in the Garden,” shouted a red-headed fellow, throwing 


oft his hat and ragged coat, 

‘Or Lively Tom, the Cripple,” yelled another, as he fas- 
wened up his breeches with a pin. 

‘Fire away all iv yees, fur here’s Patdy’s Rambles, wid 
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var’ashuns,” chimed in the piper; and giving his bagsa 
Squeeze, he began playing as though life depended on the 
quickness of time, while every man “shook his trotters” 
with amazing rapidity. : 

The piper got excited; he rocked his body to and fro; 
he rolled his sightless eyeballs; he threw his head backward 
and forward; he worked his elbow with spiteful jerks; his 
fingers danced in merry mazes; his left foot beat tum, tum, 
tum, on the floor; and all the while a small terrier was tug- 
ging at the tail of his coat ‘‘unknownst.” 

Thé music grew livelier, and the shuffling of feet on the 
sanded floor sounded like the approach of a freight train with 
two engines attached. Chook-a chook a-chook ! Raggle 
jiggle Jig! Diderum dum dum, de ding dang da!' That 


is how the noises sounded when blended with the taran an 


_ tan a of the pipes. 

At times some of the dancers paused to ‘‘take a dhrink,” 
and the musician let off steam until the music sounded like 

the cackling of hens confined in an empty barrel. 

For an hour the fun raged fast and furious, while the 
storm-king let loose his howling demons to shake the build- 
ing to its foundations. 

At length the piper grew weary, for he was an old man, 
and while he drank a tumbler of punch the landlord’ was 

_ urged to sing a song. 


After waiting on his thirsty and noisy guests, he sat ain! 


self on a barrel, folded his arms, closed his eyes, and roared 
out like a buffalo-bull the following 


SONG 
A song for Ould Erin, 
The island of beauty; | 
A song for the Shamrock, 
The Harp and the Green; 
A song for our heroes. 
Who are ready for duty, 


And our girls—for no fairer 
On earth was ne’er seen. 
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Though the chains of a tyrant 
In slavery bind us, 

Though sorrow and famine 
Frown dark on our shore, 

Bad Stephens will guide us, 
Whatever betide us, 

And Freedom shall smile 
Qn Ould Erin once more. . 


Long have we sorrowed, 
"Mid appeention: apd anguish 
Nobly we've borne, like 
A resolute band— 
No longer despondent 
And hopeless we languish, 
For aid will soon come __ 
From brave Washiugton’s land== 
Unfurl the Green Banner! 
Arouse, ye brave Fenians! 
The Right shall yet triumph, 
For God is on high! 
The Lion of England 
In terror is trembling— 
Brave Stephens will lead you 
To conquer or die. 


(a 
The spirits of martyrs — 
Are gazing upon you— 
Of martyrs once slain 
For the land that we love; 
Like them be ye daring, 
Like them be ye faithful— 
The Great God of battles 
. Still reigneth above! 
Then drive the cursed -tyrant 
From the soil of your country! 
Emmett’s epitaph write! 
Thea to God bend the knee— 
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When Erin shall stand 
Amid other nations 

Happy and blest— 
Brightest Isle of the Sea! 


The song was very well-sung, though the singer was con- 
stantly annoyed by theusual Irish cries of ‘‘ Pleasure to ye!” 
‘‘More power !” “Success attind ye!” ‘ Rise it!” “ Dhat’s 
dhe lad to ¢ip it!” ‘‘May ye niver die fur want iv breath ‘i 
“ Hurroo!” ‘Success to Ould Ireland!”.‘tJem Stephens 
forever!” and many similar,expressions, that would sound 
strange to a person unacquainted with Irish character. — 

The landlord had hardly finished his song when the door 
was dashed violently open,.and a man rushed into the tap- 
room, crying: , , 

‘Save me, for God’s sake! Dirkem’s dragoons are after 
me, and they. will be here in‘wan minute more.” 

The fugitive was covered, with mud and his garments were 
soaked with rain. He gasped outsthese words and seized a 
chair to support himself: ) | 23 

‘Oh, murther! sure it’s Emmett Clare from Kilkieran !” 
exclaimed one. ' 

“Save him! hide him away, quick!” said half a dozen at 
once. | : , pete 
_ «Dhis way,” cried the innkeeper, and opened the back 
door. ‘I can put you in a,ynate phlace, fwhere dhe divil 
wouldn’t find ye.” | 

They hastened out just.as a party of dragoons dashed up 
at full speed, their sabres rattling and their, loud shouts 


~ .echoing hoarsely on the-ear of night. 


“Dhis way, quickly!” whispered McGilligan, and grasp- 


ing the fugitive’s arm, he hastened toward the barn—pbut, 


alas! they were too late. | 
There was a shed behind the inn, and Captain Dirkem 
rode past to gain its shelter, followed by a dozen troopers. 
‘“ Whom have, we here?”, he demanded, reining in his — 
horse, while his men came up, 
“Your servant, sit,” said McGilligan—‘‘ime brother an’ I 
will take your honor’s horse an’ put him in dhe sthable. . 
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Fhly around, Pat, an’ don’t kape dhe gintleman in dhe rain.” 

The fugitive took the hint, and. held Dirkem’s horse 
while he dismounted ; but the cunning officer was not to be | 
deceived, for when he was safe on, the ground he drew his 
sword.and stared in Emmett Clare’s.face. 

‘Bring a lantern, some of you,” he cried, and one of an 
dragoons obeyed his command. ..-.-* 

The fugitive turned to fly, but saw he was nemnwOS in by 
his enemies, and. that resistance was in vain. 

When the light was cast on his features from the ‘otal 
Dirkem grasped his arm firmly. 

‘“‘ You are my prisoner, and if you offer any resistancé rll 
blow your brains out,” said the officer, calmly, and the fugi- 
tive knew that he would keep, his word. 

In another moment he was handcuffed and marched into 
the inn. The tap room was deserted by all, save the blind’ 
piper, who sat ina corner, smoking a short pipe. .. The Fe- 
nians had fled, leaving the old man alone. 

‘Give the men some. whisky, for they look like drowned 
rats,” said a young lieutenant. , 

‘“‘So we got you at last, though you gave us a devilish 
unpleasant. ride,” remarked Dirkem, turning to his captive, 
_ Who was closely guarded, 

‘‘ For fwhat chrime am I arrested ?” inquired Clare. 

“You are a Fenian, anda pike was found concealed un- 
der the door-sill of your cottage: you were seen when 
placing it there, before going out in your boat this morning. 
The weapon is safe, and .the witness will appear against 
you when you are tried. , Can you deny. the charge ?” 

“Fwhy should I? Dhe pike was in my possession sure 
enough ;. but.it wasn’t mine,” . 

‘* Who did it belong to ?” 

‘It was given to a fri’nd of mine, an’ fearing some ha:um 
might happen him, I tuk it away fhrom him, an’ hid. it un- 
dher me own dooresill, sur.” 

“Very, well; if you can prove what you say, you will as- 
tonish me, that’s all; however, I'll give you a chance to pro- 
duce your innocent friend,” said the Captain, and the drae 
goons laughed at their Captain’s shrewdness. _ 
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Peter McGilligati was trembling, for fear the fierce dra- 
goons would arrest him, but after waiting till the fury of 
the storm abated, they rode away without paying their bill, 
and Peter breathed freer. | | 

‘The nearest jail was at Oughterard, and there the Cap- 
tain sent his prisoner pnder a strong guard, while he rode 
onward to the Osprey’s Nest, with the remainder of his 
troop. ’ | 
And now you wish to know where the dragoons first dis- 
covered Emmett Clare; from what point the pursuit 
began. | 

‘A small boy had been employed to watch for his. return, : 
and when he landed on the beach, the lad gave the desired 
information, and the dragoons were after him before he reach- 
. ed the cottage. , 

The galloping of horses and the shouts brought Nell to 
the door in affright: A peasant told her what had occurred, 
and who they were after. 

Sense and strength deserted her, and she fell fainting on 
the floor. 

When consciousness returned, the storm was raging fiercely 
‘without, and Mad Nancy was sitting on a low stool beside 
the bed, her face buried in the coverlet: 

She was not alone—one friend was near—and she knew 
that friend would shield her from every danger. 





CHAPTER VIII. 
gJoR DASHER AGAIN—THE FENIAN SPY—THE FATAL . SHOT. 


Early the following morning, Lord Banker’s agent rode up 
tothe fishérman’s hut, and dismounted. Holding the bridle 
over his arm, he approached the open door and looked in. - 
‘Mad Nancy and our heroine were eating their morning 

meal, and he received no invitation to enter. 
He raised his hat, but neither of them returned bis 
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politeness, and, not caring for an old witch like Nancy, he 


addressed Nell— 

““Well, my pretty bird, your father has been taken, I 
hear.” | 

‘‘T know it, villain. Where is he?” fi 

“Safe in Oughterard Jail; and he will remain there until 
Captain Dirkem has leisure to hang him.” 

‘For what?” demanded Nancy. 

“For being a Fenian; for having a weapon concealed un- 
der his doorsill; inshort, for treason.” 

“ Surely, they will give him a fair trial?” 

‘<A fair trial,” sneered Dasher. ‘‘ Could he prove that he 
is not. a Fenian? ‘ 

‘‘ Can he prove that he hadn’t that pike, or that he didn’t 
hide it in alittle box under his doorsill? What witnesses 
can he produce to vouch he is innocent of these criminal 
charges ?” ; | 

Mad Nancy knew not what to say: she saw that Emmett 


Clare was in a dangerous predicament, from which there ap- ~ 


peared no chance to escape. a 

Nell sat weeping in silence, with her half-finished meal 
standing before her. 

‘Joe Dasher, this is your doing, and you have caused me 
all this misery,” sobbed the wretched girl. ) 

“‘ Suppose he is transported, or—hung,” she added, after a 
paimful pause, ‘what would his death benefit you, when I 
am alone in the world without a protector ?” 

_ * When I informed on him, I only did my duty as one of 
her most Gracious Majesty’s faithful subjects; but,” he ad- 
ded, hesitatingly, “‘ I can save him even now.” 

‘‘Oh! save him then, and may God bless you,” cried 
Nell, in pleading accents. ‘‘Save my poor father, for if he 
is taken from me, I shall be alone in the world without a 
protector. Be kind, be manly, be generous, and I will al- 
ways be your friend. Well you ?” 


‘On one condition, and you know what that.is. Become. 


my bride, and I solemnly swear your father shall be restored 
to you in forty eight hours afterward. I have no other terms 
to offer.” 
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‘The half-distracted girl looked appealingly at Mad Nancy, 
through her tears. Her heart was tortured with conflicting 
emotions, and it wavered between adverse opinions. 

‘‘ Heed him not,” cried the old woman, ‘‘for your fathe® 
would rather die like a man, than see you the bride of a vil- 
lain. Joe Dasher, begone! and remember my ‘prophecy : 
“Tf Emmett Clare is transported, if Emmett Clare is hung, 
you will die soon afterward, for there are Fenians who will 
avenge his death in a fearful manner: fly to America, fly to 
the world’s remote@ bounds, they will find you even there, 
- and your heart’s blood will atone for the ‘misery you have 
causefl this ‘helpless, innocent girl. Remember, J do not 
threaten you, but warn you, as a friend, and you. will do 
well to pause ere it is too late. Go _your way, and remem- 
ber well my words.” 

‘¢ We shall see,” replied the agent, as he mounted his horse 

and rode away. 

“He was hardly*6ut of sight when Captain Dirkem galloped 
up, attended by half a dozen dragoons. 

Within there! Is-any person at home?” shouted the 
officer, and Nell hastened to the door, her cheek pale, her 
eyes dim with tears. 

« Arve you Miss Clare?” demanded Dirkem, after admir- 
ing her handsome face a moment in silence. 

‘Yes, sir; I am Emmett Clare’s only child.” 

“Well; I called to inform you that your father is a pris- 
oner in Oughterard Jail, I am on my way thither, and if 
you have any message to send I will be the bearer of it.” 

“Tf I should go to Oughterard will I be allowed to see 

a fF. 

She gazed upward in his stern face through tears, and 
her voice was ‘tremulous with emotion. His heart was 
touched. . 

“TE is not customary to admit visitors, but in this case I 
will fayor you. You are his only child, I believe ?” 

“He is all I have on earth, and he has no one to love but 
me. My mother sleeps in the grave-yard behind those rocks 
yonder,” and she pointed toward the place. 

He was not looking at her. He had taken a blank-book 
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from his pocket, and resting it on the saddle, he filled in a 
paper resembling a check. 

‘*Your name ?” - 

‘¢ Nellie Clare.” 

He wrote again, and then tearing out. the leaf, he gave it 
to her, saying: . * | 
.. “There is a pass. Present it to the keeper and he will ad- 
mit you. Do not be alarmed, for the judge will not visit: 
Oughterard in a month, but when he does arrive, your | father 
will be tried with the cursed Fenians who are confined with 
him. Good morning!” 

“Good day, and_ thank you,” said Nell, as he rode 
away. 

“Now for that daring Smu galer and Spy, Neil Connor, ” ex- 
claimed the Captain, and another pang pierced our heroine’s 
heart when she heard her lover’s name. 

‘“God help me, they are after poor Neil,” she cried, and 
sitting down on the door-step, she watched them ride away, 
their accoutrements glancing «n the golden sunlight. 

‘¢ Oheet up, darling, for God watches over all his creatures, 
and there is happiness in store for you, though your joy shall 
be mingled with sorrow,” said the old, woman, laying her 
shriveled hand on the fair girl’s head. 

‘“T read your fortune long ago; I traced out your destiny 
on the palm of your hand; y saw it when I cut the cards; it 
was revealed when we stood beneath the twinkling stars. oD . 
your last birth-day eve ; and my prophesy 1 is slowly coming, 

‘to its fulfilment. 

‘‘But fear not, though the parent ‘tree falls the young 
‘branch phall flourish, and put forth buds to bloom in 
‘beauty ; the gardener shall nurse them all with tender 
care.” | 

" « Will ny father die?” asked Nell, wildly. 

‘The aged tree shall fall, and the young sapling ‘shall 
wither for a time, but it will spring up and flourish in other 
soil. 1.can tell thee no more.’ 

‘Hark! what was that? I heard a shout,” cried Nell, 
siarting to her fect. ‘‘ What can have happened? Yonder 
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comes a man, closely pursued by Dirkem and his dragoons! 
he is running for life! My God, it is Neil!” 

She wasright. The dragoons surprised him on the beach 
by suddenly turning around a rocky point, where the tramp 
of their horses was muffled on the, sand, and with a wild 
shout, they darted in pursuit. 

Onward he came with the fleetness of a deer, gaining on 
his pursuers, widening the space between them as he made 
for the rocks, for he knew that the horsemen could not fellow 
him there. 

Mad Nancy’s eyes flashed as she viewed the exciting chase. 
Nell clung to her companion’s arm, trembling like an aspen ; 
praying that God would aid him to escape. 

Dirkem’s horse was a blooded racer, and he alone closed 
up the gap between them, while the rest ‘fell behind. 

‘‘Halt, you rascally traitor! Surrender, you cursed Fenian, 
before I shoot you down!” shouted Dirkem, arawing a pis- 
tol, and rising in his stirrups. 

The Spy slackened not his pace; the voice sounded loudly 
in his ears; the animal's hoofs thundered behind him, and he 
gazed back over his left shoulder. A pistol-ball whistled 
past his head, and his resolution was instantly taken. 

Facing about, he drew a pistol from his breast. The horse- 
man was upon him with uplifted sword; leveling his wea- 

pon, he fired, and Captain Dirkem, after reeling a moment, 
fell heavily to the sand. 

Grasping the. affrighted animal’s rein as he was leaping 
past, the Spy vaulted nimbly into the saddle,-and with a wild 
“halloo!” sped onward likea meteor, while a loud hurrah 
greeted him from the humble peasants, who watched the ex- 
citing chase with breathless interest. 

‘Thank God! they cannot take him now,” Yama” 
Nell, proudly, and Mad Nancy added 

“You may well love and admire him, ok for there 
fs no man in Ireland more handsome and brave.” 

‘With curses and yells of rage the infuriated dragoons 
spurred on after him, but he soon vanished from their’ sight 
in the distance. 
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anda at the Osprey’s Nest, and many thought he was in 
league with Satan. 

Four dragoons continued the useless pursuit, while. their 
comrades halted to assist Captain Dirkem. 

“Are you badly wounded?” inquired a bearded flo, aa 
he bent above him. 

There was no reply. 

They gazed in his face, and saw it was ghastly ; they raise¢ 
the-hand that still grasped the sabre firmly, but it fell pow- 
erless on the sand. 

They tore open his coat—the bullet: had PIRI his 
heart—he was dead. 

‘‘ Poor man, his troubles are ended,” said one. Bisnis 

“Ts he dead ?” inquired another. ae ge 

“Dead as a door-nail,” answered his companion. 

‘¢ D—n the Fenians! the magistrates "Il hang them with- 
out trial after this.” 

A crowd had by this time assembled; gentlemen and ladies 
from the bathing establishment; rag-tag and bobtail, from 
every cabin. The body was borne away ; the crowd gradu- 
ally dispersed, and ominous scowls weré pasaee shot ree 
rich and poor. | 

Nell and Nancy heard the news, and our heroine’s _ heart 
was crushed with. a heavy weight of woe. Sorrow had 
marked her for its victim, and ber tender mind was shaken 
by the shock. 


‘¢ Leaves have their time to fall, — 
And flowers to wither | 
At the north-wind’s breath, 
And stars to set—but all, 
Thou hastall seasons, 
For thine own, oh, Death!” 
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CHAPTER IX. " 








ON THE BEAOH—NELL’s ANGUISH—A JOYOUS SURPRISE—A 
NARROW ESOAPE. ” 


Again the sun set, and the twilight settled down on earth 
and sea. 

The Fenians were to meet that night in a cave behind St. 
Anthony’s Nose, and.Mad Nancy had promised to be present, . 
80 she bade Nell adieu for a short time, promising to return 
before midnight. | 

When she had gone, our heroine visited some of the cabins 
to converse with her friends: after passing an hour among 
them, she sauntered out to the beach, accompanied by little 
Mark Moran, the Captain’s son, who was boarding at Father 
Darcy’s, a mile from Kilkieran Bay. 

He had come down to Kilkieran for the Dublin paper that 
was left regularly at the Osprey’s Nest for the priest, and he 
was in no hurry to return. 

Having met Nell, he waiked out with her, assuming the 
air of a favored suitor. 

He was a bright, intelligent lad, with curling hair, rosy 
cheeks and black eyes, and he was attired in white duck 
pants, blue jacket, with brass buttons, light buskins, and as 
wide-rimmed, ee hat, ortidmented with a green 
ribbon. 

He was veined years ofage, but wise beyond his years; 
and the remark was common among the “ old grannies :” 

‘“‘Dhe crathur is too ould=fashioned.” 

‘“‘ Dhe gossoon is far too wise to live lorz.” 

But his robust appearance in no way jus'ifed such as- 
sertions. 
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So your father is in jail,” he remarked, as they paced 
lcisurely over the white sand. 

** Yes, they have taken him; it was all’ Joe Dasher’s do- 
ings,” she said, sighing. 

“ I know all about it, Nell: the rascal loved you, and be- 
cause you wouldn’t marry him, he wanted to have revenge. - 
The mean scamp! If I was old enough, if I. was strong 
enough, if I was like your lover, Neil, I would beat him. till 
he couldn’t walk.” 

Nell smiled, for the lad’s black eyes flashed, and he brought 
his right hand down on: his left, to give emphasis to his 
words. 

‘When shall you visit him ?” he asked. 

“Tam going up by the mail-coach to-morrow. 7, 

6é Alone: 9?) -% 

“‘T have no person to go irish me; that, is, any suitable 
companion.” 

‘Pll ask Father Darcy, and he will let me off fora day; 
for I am resolved you shall not travel alone these troublous 
- times: T’llask him to-night, and if he refuses, Pll run away, 
so as to be here early in the morning, [haven't hada holi- 
day in two months, and l’m not going to study without any 
relaxation.” 

‘“Thank you, Mark; I shall feel safer when meen are with 
me. ” 

“*T'll protect you,” ‘be sneeeobeds ‘*forT have a pistol, and 
I can handle my mawleys with the best of ’em.. I. wish I 
was your lover, but I suppose you love Neil better than any 
. one else on earth.” oe 

, “I do, Mark.” 

oe Well, it’s all right—I was born too late | for sdpestaa 
even if I was a man, I wouldn't harm Neil, or injure his. fu« 
ture prospects! for I want to-see you both happy», Wouldn't 
I like to shoot Joe Dasher, though?” 

‘Hush! ‘for such talk is sinful; there. has ‘aan shooting 
enough I[ think, and »God has 1promtead to. eren aes our 
wrongs.” 

“That wasa bed affair, shooting Rirkes, and Neil's enee | 
mies will hunt him day and night; but he is inotto blames 
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his life was in danger, and a man that won’t defend himself 
is 2 coward. Why don’t you and him get married, and go 
some place in the mountains of Conemara, where you will 
both be safe? He can’t raise the devil forever in the man- 
ner he is doing, and his darihg deeds won’t help him when. 
the hangman puts a rope round his neck.” 

‘He is very rash, and I tremble for his safety ; but I can- 
not change him,” said Nell, bitterly. nn 3 pot 

‘¢ Well, I hope no harm will come to him, but—but if he 
died, if—if he was killed in any way, would you accept me 
for your lover? Would you wait, and marry me when Tam 
old enough ?” 

Wasn’t he old-fashioned, this boy-man? He had read many 
an old romance, and already he fancied himself a’ gay cava- 
lier; a youthful knight; a hero. 

Nell Clare heard him talk in this strain many- times before, 
and she smiled at his earnestness. If she had laughed it 
would have angered him. 

Once he had spoken thus to the Lady Agnes O’Hara, and 
when she laughed merrily, he bowed low and walked away 
in silence, never speaking to her again. . 

Mark Moran had never been a child. He was born with 
a man’s thoughts and passions. He always shunned the 
companionship of boys near his own age, and girls of twelve 
were quite beneath his notice. He was a mystery-to all who 
knew him. 

‘Why don’t youanswer me? Ifanything should happen, 
if Neil was taken from you, would you wait and be my wife 
when I am old enough ?” 

They had unconsciously halted beside a rock where the 
waves rolled almost up to their feet, and the moonlight’ was 
falling on’ the boy’s handsome face, revealing an earnest, eager 
gaze as he waited for her answer. , : | 

“T pray God, that nothing will happen to take Neil from 
me,” she'said, “but if ever I am alone in the world you will 
be dearer’ to me than any one I know.” ~ ét ] 

‘* That’s honest, and I am satisfied, I shallremember your 
words, and you must not ferget them, for I may elaim your 
promise some time,” . De | 
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“Oh! my poor father. He is pining in his loathsome 
prison, while I am standing here talking of love; and per- 
haps Neil is taken, too, by this time,” sobbed the almost 
heart-broken girl. 

‘The cursed red-coats haven’t captured me yet,” ex- 
claimed a voice behind them. 

_ The boy started, and Nell gave an exclamation of alarm. 

- Turning, they beheld the Spy gazing over the rock, laugh- 
ing merrily. 

‘Fine work this,” he said, jestingly, ‘ while le am’ hunted 
like a fox, this young gentleman is trying to steal away my 


girl’s love. You young rascal, I always believed you were’ 


my friend! but now I have found you out. 

‘“Shake hands with me across the rock, Nell. I dare not 
come around on that side, for there are four or five red-coats 
‘smoking on the veranda, and they have keen eyes.” 

Nell leaned against the huge boulder, and rested her arm 
_ carelessly on its top. In a moment her hand was clasped 


warmly, and a thrill of joy ran through her frame at the. 


touch. 

‘* How did you escape from your pursuers ?” she inquired, 
and the lad said: 

“Talk away. I'll keep a keen eye on the fine gentlemen 
up at the Osprey’s Nest.” 

‘They didn’t pursue me far, and I rode along the: coast 
for five miles, turned the horse loose, and saw Captain 
Moran’s little clipper rounding Devil’s Point under full sail. 
I hailed him, and a boat was sent to take me on board—tke 
fugitives he went to rescue were in the cabin—after sailing 
about in search of the ship we are expecting, J gave orders 
to put back into Kilkieran Bay, for I wanted to see you be- 
fore we go on another cruise.” 

“ You gave orders—What have you to do, sc Captain 
Moran’s fishing smack ?” 

“Fishing smack! Well, that’s rich, isn’t 7 t, Neil id sata 
Mark, laughing. 

‘Why, Nell, that fishing smack isa clean-sailing little 
_ clipper with four guns, and the fishing business is only a 

hoax. My father isa smuggler, and Neil is his first mate.” — 
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“Spy and Smuggler both! Strange you never told me 
this. Neil, I fear they will capture you ere long, and if you 
are taken you will surely be hung.” 

Then you can marry my young rival, Mark,” said the 
merry-hearted Spy. ‘‘ But I haven't much time to spare, for 
I must be at the meeting,” he exclaimed. ‘“ How fares Cap- 
tain Dirkem? Was the wound I gaye him dangerous sll 

“Tt was fatal—it was a mortal wound—he is dead.” 

‘Dead? Then'I must look out for myself; but I didn’t 
intend to kill him; I thought I aimed above his-heart,” 

“ The bullet pierced his heart, and he died instantly,” said 
Mark. — 

‘sWell, he is a great loss to the service, but a small loss to 
me. I will leave this part of the country in a few days, and 
before I go Father Darcy shall make us a happy pair, then I 
can take you with me. After leaving you with some faithful 
friends in Conemara, I will get your father out of the jail, 
‘and settle down quietly with my happy bride until my ser- 
‘vices are needed to assist in driving our oppressors from old 
Erin’s soil. You will be ready for the change when I ask 
you, Nell ?” ! 

“Ready to share your joys and sorrows at any hour you 
may name, and I shall be happy when you abandon your 
reckless mode of living; nay, I shall never know joy until 
then.” 

There was a silent pressure of the hands, and a glance 
more eloquent than words, then the glad lover bounded over 
the barrier between them, and clasped the blushing girl to 
his heart. j 

The boy looked on the mconlit sea, and at that moment he 
wished Neil Connor was safe in Oughterard Jail, under sen- 
tence of death. From that hour he pated him. 

The Spy had just released Nell from his embrace, and 
was bidding her farewell, when a stout dragoon darted around 
the rock, and seized him from behind. ' 

‘‘Now I have you,” ke exclaimed, and then he shouted 
loudly: “This way boys! This way quick { The Fenian 
Spy! The Fenian Spy!” 

Our heroine ciasped her hands, crying, ‘‘ Poor Neil! poor 
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Neil!” in piteous accents, and a party of soldiers came run- ° 
ning toward them in frantic haste. 
: Neil put forth all his strength, but the burly dragoon held 
him ina bear’s grip. In vain he struggled, and a groan broke 
from his lips when he saw his enemies ore with ex- 
ultant shouts. 

For an instant, Mark Moran stood irresolute, undecided; $ 

“then drawing a pistol from his pocket, he placed it close to 
the dragoon’s ear, and fired. The man relaxed his hold, and 
fell heavily on the sand. 

*‘God bless you! You haye saver my life! This way 
with me, for my boat is near by, and our vessel.is at anchor 
beyond St. Anthony’s Nose. Fly with me.” 

‘Save yourself; I will remain and protect Nell; they will 

Rot harm me; I'll tell them you fired the shot. Away!” 

The Spy botinded away, for his enemies were within a few 
yards of the rock. Quickly he sped along the beach, keep- 
ing under cover of the rocks until he reached a sheltered 
cove where his boat was movred. 

It was but the work of a moment to unloose the cord, and 
leaping in, with a few vigorous strokes of the oars, he sent 
the light bark far out on the sparkling water. The tide was 
running out rapidly, and when the dragoons reached the 
spot, he was far away from land. 

A shout of rage echoed amid the rocks, and a volley of 
shots rattled over the Spy’s head, a few bullets striking - the 
boat. 

He laid flat, however, with his oars beside him until the 
tide bore him out of harm’s way, then sitting erect he pulled 
for the saucy clipper that was rocking on the water opposite 
St. Anthony’s Nose. 9 | 

With curses and imprecations, the baffled pursuers slowly 
retraced their steps, until they came to the spot where Mark 
and our heroine were standing. 

‘“‘ Who shot that man?” demanded the young lieutenant, 
pointing to the dragoon who lay dead on the sand. 

“J did,” answered the lad.fearlessly, ‘‘and I would shoot 
you, under the same circumstances.” 
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‘‘ Seize the rascally young rebel and handcuff ni! To- 
morrow he shall find lodgings in Oughterard Jail. 

. Bring that girl along also, for she was seen con- 
versing with the Spy, and women are often our most danger= 
ous enemies. Use her gently,” he added, marching 
away. 

‘‘ Fear not,” said the courageous lad, as they were led to- 
ward the Osprey’s Nest, where aroom was fitted up for pris- — 
oners; ‘‘ Neil and my father will find where we are, andthe 
Fenians will free us, if they have to storm the jail. 108 
cry, Nell, for Neil is safe.” 

This comforted her, and drying her beaddl she sbictvea to 
bear up bravely, trusting in Him who never forsakes any of 
His children. 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE FIRST BLOW STRUCK—THE CONFLAGRATION—THE TWO 
NOTES. 7h 


‘The authorities were by this time greatly alarmed. The 
gentry and land-owners were afraid to venture forth at 
night. / 

Murders were committed, and the assassins managed to es- ° 
cape detection, though officers were on their track in every 
direction. 

The tenantry were not to be trusted. The half-starved 
wretches plundered their landlord’s property ; burned their 
hay-ricks; robbed their granaries; drove away their cat- 
tle; and caused a reign of terror in that section of the 
country. . 

The dragoons were exasperated at their losses, and in 
vengeful spirit, abused the poor, irrespective of age or sex. 

Larger rewards were offered for suspected Fenians, and 
**One Thousand Pounds ” for the capture of Neil Conner, 
the Fenian Spy. 

Men were hung for singing the ‘ Wearing of the Green,” 
or Sagas? the soul stirring airs that roused the Irish hearts 

66 98, ” 

Cay prisoners who were languishing in, dungeons, ‘were 
execyted without any trial, and hundreds were punished te 
gratify a mean spirit of personal hate. 

‘Thus matters stood when Mark Moran and our heroine . 
were marched off to Oughterard Jail, to await their trial with 
‘other prisoners, before ‘‘ His Honor, Judge @’Hara,” and the 
county magistrates, 
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On the night after Nell Clare’s arrest, the small band of 
Fenians who assembled in the ruined castle, determined to 
strike their first blow. | 

Led on by Neil Conner, one party surrounded O’Hara’s 
house about midnight, while another detachment approached 
Lord Banker’s handsome mansion, and a small reserve was 
stationed to guard the road, commanded by Andy Martin. 
They were allarmed, and determined to fight the dragoons, 
if they were attacked. 

Six men, wearing masks, entered O’Hara’s house, ‘and 
captured the Lady Agnes in her chamber without disturbing 
the slumbering househoid: when they had conducted her 
safely into the park, and placed two men to watch herself 
and her maid, the house was set on fire, and the whole party 
retreated rapidly across the country, separating here and 
there, as they sought their homes. 


The Spy, Andy Martin, and Captain Moran hastened: on 


to the beach with their fair captive, and entering a boat that 
was awaiting their arrival, they were rowed out to the gal- 
lant little clipper, that was dancing on the waters, 

The other party fired Lord Banker’s mansion, and then 


scattered in different directions, as their companions had 


done. 

The fire spread rapidly, and as the great buildings became 
enveloped in the flames, their lurid glare illuminated the sur- 
rounding country far and wide: gilding the mountain std 
and adorning the blue waters. with a thousand gorgesu 
hues, > 1, 

The families ‘fled forth in wild affright, expecting to be 
massacred by the brutal Fenians; but no enemy was in sight ; 
the parks, were silent and deserted, save by the timid deer, 
that retreated to the farthest extremity, where they gazed 
back at the strange scene wonderingly ; and the moon smiled 
down coldly from the pure, unclouded sky. 

Lord Banker saw that he could not save his house, and 
leaving his servants to guard the furniture that was piled up 
on the lawn, he hastened to O’Hara’s to guard his betrothed, 


it danger menaced them. .., 
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He was met by O’Hara, who was mad with grief and rage. 

‘‘Oh! Banker, Banker, this is the work of Fenian incen- 
diaries, and I’ll hang every man in Oughtérard Jail tor a 
outrage,” he cried. 

‘Worse than all, my daughter is missing, aye in the gen- 
eral tumult the villains must have captured her.” 

‘My. God! this is awful,” cried Banker. “ Hang every 
Fenian in Ireland if you can! That cursed Spy is at the bot- 
tom of it all, and he has cartiog the Lady Agnes to some 
wild retreat in the mountains.” ? 

‘What shall we do? My child, my a3 y aovancs the 
old man, in agonizing accents. 

‘Order out your servants, and I will Stade out mine—arm 
every man, and let them scour the mountains—send the 
soldiers in every direction—start detectives on. their track— 


offer a large reward for your daughter, and I will offer 


another for the Fenian Spy-—some of his own brotherhood 
will betray him for money, and the Lady Agnes will also be 
found. Meanwhile we can find lodgings at the Osprey’s Nest, 
for several families are leaving because they deem -it unsafe 
to stay.” 

‘‘ Your advice shall be taken,” said Q’Hara, as he turned 
to gaze at the burning building. ._ 

A FaEEeO boy approached and placed two notes in the old 
man’s hand. 

‘« Who gave you these ? ? Who sent them?” demanded the 
magistrate. 


‘A man beyant,” replied the lad, as he bounded away 


into the dark shade of the trees. 

‘¢ What’s up now ?” asked Banker. 

“ Two notes. One is for you,” he addev, turning them 
toward the fire-light, that enabled him to decipher the ine 
scription. 

Lord Banker took it and ere the seal. They both read 
together, and finished at the same moment. 

_.** What are the contents of yours ?” asked O’Hara. 
- TJ am informed that my life is in danger, and politely re- 


| quested to leave this county if I would save it. The rascal 


is signed, ‘ A Fenian.’ ” 


© 
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‘¢ What will you do?” 

‘‘T shall remain, and trust to the dragoons for protection. 
What is in your note, O’Hara?” 

‘“Thete is no threat. The writer says I must réledze 
Emmett Clare, his daughter, and Mark Moran from jail. 
When that is done my daughter shall be restored to me un- 
harmed ; but,” added the magistrate, ‘“‘her captors swear to 
hold her until the demand is complied with. The writer 


_ gays in conclusion—by Jove! here is a threat, and no mis- 


take : 

‘<¢Tf Emmet Clare is either transported or executed, if 
any harm is done to his daughter, if the lad, Mark Moran, 
is punished as a criminal—the Lady Agnes eat shall 
die. 799 

‘‘My God! we are both in a bad fix,” btctaliied Lord 


Banker, ‘and these devilish Fenians have the advantage. 
_ O'Hara, what course shall you pursue?” 


‘Emmett Clare and the Jad, Moran, shall swing, but the 
girl shall be released ; she has done no harm, [shall do my 
duty as a magistrate, for it will never do to let these scoun- 
drels intimidate us with threats. They dare not harm my 
child.” E 

A crowd from Kilkieran was fast gathering, and the two 
gentlemen hastened forward to speak with Lieutenant Wel- 
lesley, who commanded the dragoons. 

_ The poor peasants stood by the roadside, and lavighed to 
see the conflagration. Mad Nancy smiled as she’ watched it 
from her eyrie in the tower. Captain Moran and the Spy 
saw the light from the deck of their vessel. . 

‘‘ And still the flames rose higher, lighting the landscape 
for miles; and the wild wind howled in fiendish glee; and 
the mad waves clapped their hands as they came dancing to 
the shore; then, when the walls of both houses fell with a 
loud crash, the moon and stars veiled their faces behind 
murky storm-clouds ; while the -heavens wept, for sinful, 
fallen man. 

The crowd gradually en and silence aia darkness 
reigned, 
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CHAPTER XI. 


_ "HR EXEOUTION—A BLOODY STRUGGLE—THE FENIAN 
TRIUMPH. 
Three days passed, and the aspect of things remained un- — 
», changed. 

The Lady Agnes came not back. No arrests were made. 
Emmett Clare was half tried, without witnesses, and sen- 
tenced to be hung. 

The scaffold was erected on iersenian Hill, near the jail, 
so that those who witnessed the imposing spectacle might be — 
terrified at the power of the Law, and at anearly hour on 
the fatal morn, large crowds came from the hills and valleys, 
from the neighboring towns and villages, rich and poor 
mingling together. 

Four men were to “swing,” and Emmett Clare was one 
ofthem. Forty dragoons guarded the scaffold, and as the 
hour drew nigh, the excitement of the ‘populace was intense. 

‘The peasants stood back behind the quality, most. of whom — 
were on horseback, or in carriages, and the dragoons rode 
about the scaffold with drawn swords, keeping back those 
who pressed too far forward i in their eagerness to behold the 
tragic scene. 

A small constabulary force kept a passage open Cas 
the throng, to make room for the doomed men to pass, when ° 

- the hour jor execution arrived. 

Mad Nancy was seated on a rock behind the throng, and 
from her elevated position, she commanded a good view of 
the scaffold. Behind her, three ragged, bare-footed ‘urchins 


on 
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were perched, and two of them wept bitterly, for their fath- 

ers were with the condemned. | 

Insulting jeers and taunts greeted the soldiers, and ribald 
jests were showered on the wealthy spectators, by the 

peasants. 

Neil Conner, the Spy, was there, disguised as an old 
woman, sélling cakes and candies. 

Captain Moran was there, disguised as an old man with a 
hump on his back, leaning heavily on a blackthorn staff, as he 
hobbled about on the outskirts’ of the crowd. 

Andy Martin was there, wearing a black wig, attired in 
sailor’s garb, and he cursed every person who jostled him as 
he hobbled about on crutches. 

And there was a band of Fenians, numbering in all one 

_ hundred men, armed to the teeth, and hid in the bogs be- 
hind Execution Hill. 

What were they there for t 

- Wait and see. 

The hour arrived at last, and silence reigned, when the tap 
ofa muffled drum announced the approach of the victims 
from jail, closely guarded. 

- Their hands were pinioned behind them, and Father Darcy 
officiated on the solemn occasion. 

Four police came first; then then the priest in full robes; 
after him, Pat Mehan; Hugh Mehan; John Shields; and 
Emmett Clare, who marched with his head proudly erect, his 
eyés flashing defiance on his enemies, while the others were 
downcast and despondent. 

Loud cheers greeted him, and a voice in wae crowd ex-, 
_ *claimed— 

“ Keep up Emmett! They won’t hang you /” but no per- 
son knew the daring speaker. . 

The culprits ascended the scaffold, and the fierce dragoons 
closed in around it, while the police mingled with the mur- 
muring crowd, endeavoring to preserve order. ; 

Curses greeted them, and three men were arrested for be- 
ing insolent, but no open rupture of the peace rendered brute 
force necessary. 

Patrick Mehan was ‘‘swung off,” amid derisive groans. 
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Hugh Mehan calmly met his fate, and the peasants crowded 
closer, with frowning brows. ' | mis. {14 

John Shields leaped from the scaffold, and was cut dow 
by the dragoons; half dead, and bleeding from many 
wounds, he was carried up the creaking steps—the fatal 
noose was forced over his head—and he was launched inte 
eternity. “8 

A wild yell of fury and indignation arose, and the mob as- _ 
sailed the police with clubs and stones, driving them in wild 
disorder among the dragoons for protection, and the fight 
became general. vi 

In the midst of this tumult, the quality ” scattered in ev- 
ery direction, and the horsemen charged on the rabble, cut- 
ting down some, and trampling many under foot: 

Father Darcy shouted out remonstrances in vain. 

The Sheriff seized Emmett Clare and’ attempted to drag 
him under the fatal noose, but with a superhuman effort, the 
brave fisherman burst his bonds, and dealt the sheriff a blow 
with his fist, that knocked him recling from the scaffold. At 
the same mofhent, the old woman leaped up the steps, and 
drawing two revolvers from her basket, placed them in his 
hands, then grasping two similar weapons, he dashed the 
basket of cekes in an officer’s face, and together, Emmett 
and himself leaped in among the combatants. 3 

‘‘Treland and Liberty! Down with the red coats! The 
Fenians forever !” shouted the mob, and pistol-shots rattled 
in rapid succession. aoa | 

The dragoons attempted to cut down their infuriated ene- 
mies, but_several of them were knocked senseless from their 
saddles, and at length the order was given to “ Fire!” 

Drawing their pistols, they laid many a peasant low, and 
those in the mob who carried fire-arms paid them back:shot 
for shot. ~ ; Te 

The constables charged in a body on the mob, and madly 
strove to recapture Emmett Clare, but ashestood his ground, 
dodging here and there, the Spy, Captain Moran, and Andy 
Martin, with a dozen resolute men, ail armed with six-shoot« 
ers, forced them to retire, leaving five of their nuniber 
wounded on the ground. é 18 2) 
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All this was the work of a few moments, and the dragoons 
were about to charge, determined to capture Emmett and 
his disguised defenders, when a wild yell echoed in their 
rear. 

They turned in their saddles to gaze back, and a sudden 
consternation seized every man as they beheld the Fenian 
band coming down on\them like an avalanche, with leveled 
pikes bristling in a long line. 

‘‘Jreland and Liberty!” they cried, and then echoed the 
Trish yell that curdled their heart’s plood; the yell that 
struck terror in the Frenchmen’s hearts at Waterloo. 

The police retreated, pell mell, toward the jail; and afte. 
hesitating a moment, the dragoons wheeled and rode after 
them, closely pursued by the daring band. 

The gates were thrown open, and the flying crowd rushed 
in like a flock of sheep, while hard on their heels pressed the 
Fenians, headed by Neil Connor. A 

‘In after them, and rescue Nell Clair! Rescue the Cap- 
tain’s son! Let every prisoner at liberty, but shed no blood 
except in self-defence,”~ cried the Spy, and the whole band 
swept into the quadrangular court, carrying everything be- 
fore them like the rolling waves of the mighty sea. 

The dragoons again fled through. the yard, and together 
with the police, passed out of the pack gates, leaving the 
' Fenians masters of the place. The victors cheered lustily, 
and in ten minutes every captive was released. 

Nell and little Mark were restored to their friends, and joy 
reigned in every heart. , 

Knowing reinfofcements would soon arrive to aid their 
enemies, the Fenians left the jail in flames, and hastened to 
their mountain haunts, where pursuit would have been mad- 
ness. | 
The Spy, Captain Moran, Emmett Clair, Andy Martin, our 
heroine, and Mark reached the coast, and, unseen by their 
enemies, embarked on board the saucy clipper that was - 
waiting to receive them. . 

Ere nightfall a large force of soldiers and police were hunt- 
ing among the mountains in every direction, but not one 
Fenian was found. . 
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The smuggling craft was at anchor in Kilkieran Bay, and 
no person was to be seen on the' decks save an old nian, who 
was pacing to and fro, smoking a Dutch pipe. 

No suspicion was attached to the vessel that lay rocking 
on the waters. It came and went without hin®rance, for 
everybody knew Captain Moran was a harmless, hard-work- 
ing man, who troubled himself about nothing saye 
fishing. Ns Se 

_ Poor fools! The Captain’s daring disarmed his enemies 
of all suspicion, and they thought no man would anchor ° 
under their nose if he was in any way connected with the 
Fenians. | tii 

But the Fenians who were on board the swift-sailing clip- 
per knew that they could not remain unsuspected after what 
had occurred, and, besides, a suspicious-looking craft was 
visible in the offing. 

“TIT must leave Kilkieran Bay before I am blockaded,” 
muttered the man who was smoking, as he examined the 
sirange vessel through his glass. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


THE ARREST-——THE OHIEF SEIZED AND CONFINED IN DUBLIN 
‘* BRIDEWELL. ” 


_ The day passed away, and night came with moon and stars. 
Neil Connor and his betrothed had passed the hours in sweet 
converse, reviewing the many dangers through which they 
had both passed, thanking God for their deliverance, and 
forming plans for future happiness, as all young lovers will 
do when they are alone together. : 

There was not a sad heart on board the little craft save 
one. . 
The Lady Agnes O’Hara sat in the cabin and wept until 
the sun went down, and then her whole manver changed. 
She dried her ‘tears, and paced the cabin like an enraged 
tigress, threatening her captors with death. 

The consolation that Nell offered was scorned, and her 
companionship was haughtily declined. 

The high-born maiden ordered the innocent girl from the 
cabin, calling her a “‘low Fenian: wench,” and’ saying that 
she wanted no company but: her French maid, Louise, and 
our heroine left her in disgust. 

When twilight settled down on the face of the waters, the 
Spy, Andy Martin, and Captain Moran were holding a con- 
sultation on deck. 

Light shone brightly from the windows of the Casey's 
Nest, and an unusual commotion reigned on shore. - 

Horsemen were riding to and fro; men and women were 
assembled on the balcony; the tenants were conversing in | 
groups around the cabin doors; and the three Fenians watch- 
ed these strange proceeding’ with lively interest. 
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Something has happened,” exclaimed the Spy, asa loud 
“hurrah,” came to their ears on the'evening breeze. 
i$ They are rejoicing over something;” remarked the, Cap- 
tain, turning to gaze}iat the distant .ship, that. lnomed up 
darkly against the unclouded sky. 

. “I, wondher fwhat dhe divil it can be? fur it's little cause 
dhey have fur rejoicing, afther ‘Shp b’atin’ we give dhem dhia 
day;” said Andy. 

“ Begorra; if me two eyes auligeninwe me, ahead Sa shmall 
boat comin’ dhis way fhrom dhe shore! Luk-—it’s jusht turn- 
in’ dhe p’int o’ rocks rena, an’ dhere’s only wan man in 

ud. ” 

» | Some of our friends with ienatien information,” said the 
Spy, and they watched the oarsman as he nontes mig oC 
towards them. 

_.In about fifteen minutes, he was within sandiien deseo 
and the hoarse hail, ‘‘Ship . ahoy ” came. across - the 
waters. 

“¢ Boat ahoy—oy—oy; ” returned the Captain. \e ‘What’ the 
matter on shore ?” ORL 

‘‘ Who is on boord ?” | iroigt a 
- © All friends.” , 

** Are they Fenians?” _ 

All firm in the right cause!” 

“Very well; I have: news fur yess official: ‘news, dhat 
ean be relied on ; but I» can’t sthop to tell it; en rid coats 
are watchin’ me -fhrom dhe shore.” 

‘He rewed on rapidly, and as he Eanes under the ship’ g 
étern, he exclaimed— | 

‘Our chief is captured! Dhey have ae confined in Dubs 
lin Bridewell! Sail away. fhrom) dhis divilish 00K fur 
dhere’s a brig-iv-war lyin’ outside, an’ dhey’re goin’ to cap- 
ture yese to-night! Joe Haake saw ~ going on. baaey ‘an’ 
he has’ informed” 

This was all the fnithfal fellow: said, as he kept: on his way 
without resting on his oars a moment. _ 

He was seen from the shore, but his voice was. hat t hear, 
and nothing wrong was suspected by the enemy. 

# Pew fellow, they. have goth him at last ; and-they’ll hang 
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him, sure,” said the Captain. ‘* His capture will dishearten 
the whole Brotherhood)” } OLD | 
“Nota bit,” replied'the Spy. “‘ He'shall not: remain ‘in 

prison long : I must'start for Dublin Without delay.” 

“ What for ?” demagded the Captain. reeds 

‘To plan some 'mnéans for h-3 escape.) Put) otit into the 
open ‘waters before that brig cuts off:your escape; put me 
on shore anywhere along the-coast ; and [ll make my way 
to Dublin in some new disguise! I will liberate our eet or 
die in the attempt.” 

“You have great faith in: ea own power and — 


Nei. ” 


‘** Not inmyself; but'I know Goa will nid me, , ‘becansie He 
“hever deserted me yet: « I am confident [shall free thechief, 
with His help. Old Treland’s fearless champion was not born 
to be hung: when the'chieftaim dies, it will be on the battle- 
field, beneaththe:green: flag, with hisi face to the foe. But 
I have no time to talk—Tll go below, disguise myself,» bid 
those'I lovée'farewell; and go: forth ‘among our) friends, to 
perform my perilous duty. IfI never return, you. must be 
a friend to Nell Clare when I am dead? 1900) go.) o: 

‘¢T will,” said Moran, as the Spy leaped, lightly down the 


His arrangements for departure were soon compistadl. and 
_ bag ‘bid Emmett Olare adieu, he pressed our, heroine’ ‘to 
his:heart, and left her ‘in ‘tears. | :Itséeemed; as, though dan- 
gerous duty was ever calling him: from her'side, and in: her 
anguish, she wondered if) Old Ireland would ever be: free, 
wondered if she en ever know true repgenten: unsullied 


/ by care, © ; 


“When the Spy diaatial -on deck, the sailors. were 
hoisting sail; and Captain. ean laughed at his: strange 
attire: : 

He was dicasat as a Quaker, with the sanie plain garb, and 
broad-brim ‘hat, and.an enormous flaxen| wig added to his 
verdant appearance. He carried a-small valise,;; and a blue 
cotton ap eatle was thrust, ine Paul Pry» fashion; under his 
arm. 

You beat the. old: boy for x disguises ;, and [hope you will 
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succeed: but you aré' ae — _ into ° a ‘noose, 1 
fear,” said Moran ° Ne ud 
‘The Spy ‘smiled. ‘Ot 

“God watches over me, ‘int I ncesshtedt, ” ‘he said: ef Put 
me ashore néar the sunken rocks, and félease the Lady Agties 
to-morrow: © Nellis safe, atid sheis’ only an incumbrance' ‘to 
you now: Ifl am takenfand® hung, remember your ‘prom- 
ise to dear Nell, for her father has heart) disease, ear it will 
take him’ Loffisndacntyu™: dust - git SF 9s 

Little more was said between’ indi and while Captater 
Moran got his'craft:under way, Neil conversed with the’ boy, 
Mark, and gaye some parting instructionsto Andy Martin. 

The white sails were soon spread, and the gallant bark’ 
began gliding over the epaatings ‘water like a'*‘ — of a 
moved by: the evening breezeio° + 100 

' While passing’ the sunken saidkn the Spy was ndat! siihore 
in a small heat and the a stood boldly out’ toward the. 
open waters. /1°! bes . 

They had ne sailed more‘ than a mile when ‘the Captain 
noticed through his glass unusual bustle on the’ distant brig. » 
Her sails' were séts(her anchor drawn) up; me in a ow 
moments ‘she bore down toward ‘them rapidly.’ _ . 

¢ We must run for it,’:exclaimed Moran, “for their: inom 
tions are hostile. Crowd on every rag of canvass, and.if we 
pass O’Connor’s headland safely, ne nr Blow them a clean 
pair of heels.” ©.) © bal 1668 

The chase soon became sncosin aha while the clipper was’ . 
striving’ to gain’ the’ open water eoupsee the: headland, the 
brig was tacking to cut off hervescape. | “10 DEE , re 

But Moran gained distance fast, and tien his enemies saw 
_ that he was likely to clear the-gap before they could inter- 

cept him, the English Captain (who was Dirkem’s brother) 
threw open his ports, and a twenty-four pounder sent a ball 
ricochetting across the Irishman’s path. 

“Run out ‘Long Tom,’ and if they injure us we'll ote 
her,” shouted Moran. 

His order was obeyed ;. and a long brass gun that had seen 
service when General Scott. entered the city of Mexico, thrust 
x8 frowning muzZle out at the stern. 
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i “Will J. give them::a, pill, father ?”? asked little Mark, 
Wuttoning his jacket, and gazing up in the Captain’s,face. 

A loud report echoed over the re and a ball went . 

“slap ” through their. foresail. 
oft D—n their, imputience, - blaze, sina 3 All hands on 
debe: ” cried Moran, ‘and the.lad ran aft in high glee. 

_ Sighting his gun carefully, he measured the idiptance with 
his,eye, ‘and then paused... «| i 

“Sure he can’t fire, fur he’s 8 trcablia? eid. fear dhis 
minute,” ejaculated Andy Martin. |. 

i“ Wait and see;” said the Captain, lenohivighet: 

' ‘There | was silence for a moment, nnd onsey eye. was fixed 
on the young gunner. | 

. Suddenly a ‘ringing report tnd: pany ‘Martin jump. a! 
foot high, and the clipper shook beneath the,shock., 

>“ Ob!) t’under an’) ouns; fwhat has» he» dota” sroaned 
Andy, placing both hands over:his ears.) (6) j.o0 © 

"Knocked away the brig’s rudder, and 18st her e the, 
mercy of ahaa , See aes ones ae ane the crew 
cheered: lustily.)) 99 0) alg : 

‘The clipper now veyed sot way: redtnolested andi in ia 
minutes they were safe beyond the Englishman’s - guns, while 
the brig totned eae pe eae and Untianageable; apow the 
Waveés.frs secTt 

- Joe Dasher was on était afd an oath broke from his lips 
when he knew that all — of rescuing the Ladys Agate; 
was vain. my ) 

» He had tented ier: to the smuggling | phe given infor- 
— and originated the ae . 
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CHAPTER XII. vate sa ate 


nr toate! « & 


PUT ON sHORE—ANDY Mintwn's PRIZA a TRUE FRIRND. 
[ ve mie E 

swiftly the nie. sailed, leaving a. ling: track’ ofic snowy 
‘foam behind her, and'at'sunrise.on’ the’ following morning 
she. anchored in still water ow the bleak mipnenrtre near 
Oughterard, °° 

A boat was wirtred; and the’ Emily iAgnes’ was: pisoa in 
charge of ae we who had volEateered to. nee — on 
storey =o)" 

Four tairdy: oarsmen sented themiolsed The lady sab. in 
the bow, silent.and savage ; while Andy seized the anes and 
ordered them to ‘“ give way!” 

‘OA few peasants assembled on the shbre, sna watched thet 
with wonder. The boat soon reached the land, and: the 
‘haughty lady sprang out, disdaining any assistance, although 
‘she allowed Andy tovescort her until a gentleman’s residence 
appeared in sight, standing far back = the samen: about 
‘halfa mile from shore. 

‘A joyous: joxchusation me from her ips ithe, she beheld 


«ey know where I am now,” she said.) « onder is the 
old family: mansion of the Drewitts, and I wilbbe kindly re- 
ceived by Sir Brian. ° Youcan leave me now, for my father’s 
friends will take me to him. Here is a guinea.” | 
She tossed the coin on the grass, and eter: the park 
“gates, while Aridy hastened away rapidly, lest his enemies 
a capture him. 
Down the lonely road he:ran,: halting at times to look site, 
and at length he saw’ @: party of four gentlemen: in pur 
suit. 
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‘¢ Dhey can’t overtake me before I reach dhe boat, if dhey 
run dheir legs off; bad luck to them!” cried the jovial Irish- 
man, as he bounded onward with a ‘hop, le’p, an’ jump,” 
and the gentlemen turned back, thinking the exertion too 
much for them. 

But Andy did not reach the boat without any adventure. 
He met a fancifully-attired youth, about twelve years of age, © 
coming up the mountain road,\ waving an ie flag, and 
his spirit was roused at the sight. 

43Mho are-you 2” he: demanded, as; the lad: atarencted: 

‘“‘T am Sir Brian Drewitt’s son,” STO the young scion 
. nobility; hau ghtily. 


ii Stand aside and-let me pen sit remove scams hat when 
é ‘you meet a gentleman:??; ‘ 


‘¢ ll jusht take dhat fio iv ye ohdié, for I’m in- po ov 

a pocket-handkerchief,” replied Andy, end seizing the aime: 
ogling ‘boy, /he wrenched it from his, @YASP. |, 

‘TfL had my gun, I would blow your brains out, you 
cursed Fenian: That flag was madefor Dirkem’s dragoons, 
and! they'll have’ your life when. I tell them, anied young 
Drewitt, in choking accents of rage. 

“Hurrah fur Ould Ireland 1 denaten Andy, as - Tanon- 
ward with his prizes: 

.> “Pil have that fellow hung ann I aalalihlal at Kilkieran, 
for I’m positive saw: him hand; and we shall meet again,” 
‘growled thedlad:)) cy ) 

‘‘He is one of the F. B.’s, and if I. was heavier, I would 

-fight'him, but he is too many guns'for me. wish the Queen 
would pass a law authorizing ws gentlemen to hang them 


like dogs, without judge or jury... I:wonder what my sister 


will! say, when shé learns how: lost that. flag she intended 

“to present to the lieutenant? iDewil take the Fenians, and 
roast them!” °o 

Having uttered. this pious ia: he hhstenesi homeward to 

- relate his encounter, and his desperate fight with one of the 

Brotherhood, 
Andy’ réached the boat, and:as'the sailors’ sishell’ froth 
the shore, he exhibited his prize witlian air of pride, 


‘> . 
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The boat was dancing rapidly over tthe waves, when one of 
the men threw down his oar, exclaiming— 

‘Luk! a beautiful dog has jusht leaped into dhe wather, 

an’ dhe chrature is shwimmin’ afther us.” 

‘¢ Put back fur him,” said one. 

‘Aye, put back immadiately, Sea by Saint Pathrick, it’s 
me me own ould fri’nd, Shamrock! |\Dare an’ ouns! fw hat 
insthinct guided dhe baaste dhis distance afther me? Mur- 
dher,..see dhe faithful.animal shwim!” > " 


_ They turned the boat, and Shamrock was soon ‘aaa in 


among them, much ee at the obange in his posi- 
BOB. cil 
.f*F where can seme a yese. find, 2, Aiarean fri'nd dhan 
dhat 2?” asked egr as; he patted bemEIRKA. dripping 
head. 

, They wére soon on board, and Shamrock was elobated 
by. Nell Clare, who knew him, well; while Andy. paraded the 


deck with his prize, whistling the ‘ Wearing: of the oe 


much to the amusement of all. 


— ‘ ' ry fF , ’ : avet °) : ¢ 
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“CHAPTER XIV. 


THe POWER ‘OF GOLD—“! wk’ MERT AGAIN "—THE MIDNIGHT 
; . FLIGHT. 


“Time puities on, ‘wna the Spy was not idle in Dublin. “His 
disguise enabled him to walk throught the most public thor- 
oughfares in’ the noontide glare, and: his audacity eee 
him from suspicion. | 

No brogué affected his accent, and he padiew for a wealthy 

Quaker traveling for pleasure, whose mild manner of speech, 
interspersed with'a moderate —— - is ened and thous, # 
he closely imitated. 
‘ He was, in fact, a model guaken anil his whinbs nie of 
_ living at the most fashionable hotel in Sackville Street, would 
have blinded all the Friends in the “‘ City of Brotherly Love,” 
or all the broad-brims that ever raised garden es “down 
tew Wethersfield, Connecticut.” 

He was not idle in the great, bustling city ; ‘i had sil 
gled with the Fenians; he had gained a budget~-of useful 
information; he frequently conversed with the Government 
officials ; he had twice visited the old Bridewell with the Lord 
Mayor ; and he had received a large amount of money from 
various sources, the use of which will soon be known. 

He visited Dublin for the sole purpose of liberating the 
great ©. O. I. R. of the Fenian Brotherhood, and no better 
man could bave been chosen for the important undertaking 
‘in the United Kingdom. y 

‘Time passed on, and as the friends of the Head Centre be- 
gan to despair, the Spy’s hopes rose higher, for he was con- 
fident of success. 

Money was the power on which he depended to carry out 
his | plans, and his movements were confided to no one. 
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One night the pseudo Quaker was sitting in his chamber 
‘ in Sackville Street, when a visitor was atinounced. 

* The visitor was no less a personage than the prison-keeper, 
who had called to spend an hour with the distinguished 
American, (as he informed the landlord,) from’ whom he ex- 
pected to hear important news, relating to the SO 9 Sp 
Fenian movements in the United States. 

““Pump him all you can, for the Yankees are very com- 
wunicative, and if you give him three goblets of punch, he 
will tell all he knows, if it takes him till morning,” said mine 
host, with a knowing wink. : 

“Bring up the punch, and ‘make it strong. Does he | 
smoke ?”: . 

“Yes; like a steam-tug, ora bad chimney.” 

**Give us cigars, then, and see no personintrudes. I may 
learn all about the expected Canadian i invasion, and if I do, 
you shall hear the news. Sweeney is bound to do something, 
whether he is supported by the O’Mahony party or not; at. 
least, my American Cousin tells me so.” 

They both laughed at the joke, and the Bridewell function- 
ary ascended the stairs. 

The Spy received his visitor kindly, the punch and cigars 
were brought, the door was locked, the keyhole was stuffed, 
and in a few moments they were in earnest conversation. 

“Well, hast thou considered my offer, friend?” inquired 
me Ezekiel Barber,” ashe sipped his punch. — 

“Yes; Ihave thought the matter well over, and béing a 
Fenian myself, [ think it my duty to liberate our chief; but 
it is putting my own life in danger.” 

“To save the prisoner from an ignominious death upon 
the scaffold, a man should be willing to dare anything; and 
--no one will imagine that you had a hand i in the matter—no, 
really. The turnkey and the guard will be suspected, but 
thou art a5ove suspicion, having, as thou sayest, manit@ted 
an intense hatred for all Fenians, thereby blinding those 
who are high in authority. Thou had’st better take the gold 
Iam commissioned to offer thee, and release the unfortunate 
patriot from the hands of his oppressors, for which deed thy 
 Rame shall be venerated in future ages. 1 have received a 
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goodly sum, from, the Brotherhood ,in America, and thou 
shalt haverit.the, hour that the captive is brought, unto .me — 
Look, at, the giittering treasure. ,. It is sufficient to mate thee — 
@.prince.among men.” 
Mr. Barver arose; and ‘antoaked a, portmanteau that was 
ready prepared under the table; then he turned on the gas, 
and displayed the pile of yellow, coins it, contained. 
_ Khe jailor’s, eyes-sparkled,.and_ his avaricious fingers itched 
to handle the gold... He, longed, to call. it his,own._.,. 
The Quaker, smiled as he » gazed , down, at him, reading his 
features attentively, and he saw that. his visitor. hesitated, al 
a How much is there?” he inquired, eagerly. tie. 
‘The valise contains one thousand pounds, and it is all 
yours when you bring, our, friend before. me, safe and 
unharmed, Wilt thou do it?” 
Will, you.swear. never to inform on me, neyer to betray, 
me ?, d 
i ‘We never betray. our friends, and thy, fears, are absurd ; 
however, if it pleaseth thee better, I will e’en raise my. hand, | 
and, thou , shalt ; -administer Anto me, an oath, hak mie 
sacred,” | 
The oath was taken, and the jailor appeared. more con- 
tented. eee sikecealiy iyi 
: “Now,. I will, reveal to, youa secret,” he ‘aad ee Things 
are. already, arranged. for the patriot to escape this very 
night, and I will bring him to you at midnight, H you give me 
the money now.” 
“ Thou. shalt take it away with thee: and I will follow. thee 
lo see if thou enterest the. prison. If thou art false unto me 
thy life is not worth a farthing. “There | is the valise ;.turn 
the key and take the treasure with thee when bow goest 
forth. " 
. ,. must. leave soon, if I mean to give my ui amie: 
theip instructions, and. pay them for their valuable services, 
; but : where is the prisoner to meet you?” 
, “On the bridge above St., Paul’s Cathedral. I shall awail 
his arrival at midnight,” 
_, ‘f He shall be there. before the clock of ‘St, Paul’s strikes 
gue, and you, will iknow him by. the policeman’s uniform I 
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“have procured for the occasion. If ‘any: person’ sees you 
together, they will think him.an officer on.duty,.and. if| you 
travel boldly through the country together, people, will natu- 
-rally suppose that ‘you are:in pursuit, of.a)criminal:” ory 

“Thou couldst not ‘have chosen. a better disguise, for. if 
‘any of his: enemies behold him ‘when he leayeth the prison, 
‘they will think he is an: aPicaai aang: «his re 
-verily.”’ 3 

‘‘ Well, I must be off,” exclaimed the jailor, and, putttig 
on his hat, he finished) his! ponely grasped the valise, and 
walked to the door:ciov,wol # gf Jbiek onlin snbcliiw bow 

‘¢ Remember the hour,” said the Quaker; significantly, ‘ead 
his visitor ‘hastened down the stairs, exclaiming -in.a) loud 
voice; so that the loungers below might hear him: , yn 


‘‘D—n the/Fenians!. They, give me no peace, night.or . 


day, butI’ll: have that fellow in irons before morning, if I 
put all the police in Dublin.on his track... Good. night, Mr. 
_ Barber, ‘and Tam obliged to. FOU for the raloabale informa- 
tion.” || 

“ What's. up ? Did you pump the. aa well 2” whis- 
pered the landlord, catching the jailer’ § arm pn he. was has- 

‘tening out: 

~\ Believe me, I did;,and: he has rat me.on-a new track. 
If things go on as he ‘has planned, them, I'll capture Neil 
~ Connor, the Fenian Spy. Mr. Barber ought to dave an ollie 
from the government.” 

So saying, he departed; and walked rapidly cae the jail, 
over the entrance of which are carved these words: ‘Si taeae 
To Do Evil. Learn ToDo Well.” 


'Soon after his visitor departed, the Gusalon descended the 


‘stairs, and strolled out into the street. 


Many gentlemen laughed at his garb, his, hat, snd.iaxlia- “ 


pensable blue cotton umbrella, which he always carried, rain 
or shine: but the pseudo-American paid no heed to their 
audible remarks, though at another time he might have given 
an exhibition of his muscular power, and “polished some of 
them off in short order.” , 

He wandered about the streets, gazing innocently into 
shop windows until they were closed, and then he sauntered 
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on until he reached the bridge, where he'stood looking down 
at the water like a man contemplating suicide. 
~ Time passed on, and when twelve notes were chimed 
musically by the Cathedral clock, he watched with nervous 
anxiety for the coming of‘him whom he expected. 

* He had not long to wait, for in a few moments a figure was 
seen approaching at a careless pace,‘and the Quaker’s heart 
throbbed joyously when through the eens he detected 
the uniform of a policeman. 

The man came on faster when he beheld the silent ae 
ars without halting, said, in a low voice: 

«Follow me!” | 

‘The Quaker obeyed, and the policeman marébied on 
rapidly, without looking back, until they reached the out- 
‘skirts of ‘the city; then he halted, and waited for his friend. 
In a moment’ their hands were clasped in that as grasp 
which is more eloquent than words. 

- “We meet again,” said the chief, ‘‘my tried fend faithfal 
friend, and words cannot express one half I feel. May God 
bless you, Neil Connor! You have saved my:life, and I shall 
yet strike a blow for the liberty of old Ireland:. Father in 
heaven,” cried the fugitive patriot, baring his head’and gazing 
reverently upward, “‘aid’ me to free my suffering country 
from bondage! Let me ‘behold*her et oe abel 
happy before I die.” ! 

The Spy pressed his companion’s ‘hand in silenddey ent 
together they suena their way beneath the sats of: the 
‘shining stars. | 
_ They arrived at a friend’ house in wnoiit an ‘Hout and 

having procured two fast horses, which ‘they promised to 
send back again, they bid the eer Fenian adieu and 
rode He ewe away. 
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CHAPTER : Xv. 
A OHAPTER OF SMALL ITEMS, 


A great excitement was cemaged by the escape of the pris- 
oner, and the news was spread like’wildfire over the land. 
Ships were examined ; ports: were guarded; and: in every 
city, town, or village, igre ‘were searching for him with un- 
ceasing vigilance. 

Immense rewards were offe ed for his arrest, while he was 
quietly making his way toward Kilkieran Bay, whence’ he 
trusted to escape by water to France. 

_ “Meanwhile‘Captain Dirkem was" butied, and Lady Agnes 

‘was restored to her mourning relatives. The young lord 
Was Overjoyed to meet his betrothed; and O’Hara proposed 
that they should go to’England, and remain there until the 
Fenian trouble was ended, to which proposition Banker 
' readily agreed, knowing that his own life was in constant 
danger among his long-abused tenants; and in England he 
could wed the Lady Agnes.» Thus it was settled between 
them. | 

Joe Dasher was on board the English brig. He: it was 
who found out that Captain Moran was a Fenian Smuggler, 
and put’ enemies on his track. The English commander 
ertiised about, hoping to capture the saucy little clipper, but — 
every time they bore down- upon her she showed them a 
clean pair of heels, causing young Ditkem to curse in baffled 
rage. 

Thus matters remained on the water. 

Sickness, sorrow, and death were frequent visitors to the 
humble cabins on Kilkieran beach, and the gaunt spectre of 
Famine was kept from the peasants’ doors by the plentiful 
supply of fish that could be had at all times. 
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The Osprey’s Nest was filled with a joyous party, and 
Bweet strains of music echoed through the spacious hall at 
night, where the dancers passed the  swift-winged hours by 
. tripping on the “ light fantastic toe.” - 

The poor heard the music as they sat by their cabin doors. 
but the entrancing strains found no echoin their sorrowing 
hearts, when mingled with ‘the: wail’ of anguish that was 
torturing them continually. 

Thus affairs remainedon the-beach, where.the wild waves 
washed the white sands, and the wind whistled around the 
beetling crags that stood the assault of Time disdanfully, 

. On the'bleak moor, Andy. Martin’s mother waited’anxiously, 
for her boy’s: return, and the ,cabin.. was. more lonely since 
Shamrock deserted, her... But. she trusted that God. was 
watching over him, and believed, in her unwavering faith, 
He would restore her-idol once*more. _. est 
> Mad Nancy still wandered about with her harp, singing her 
wild songs, reading future mysteries for those who ** crossed. 
her palu”. with gold, and gatherieg valuable . information 
by the way. vitslod “sition ‘7 enw 
She had closed the)shutters and secured: the:.door of 
Emmett Clare’s cottage, and every day} she visited the-sick, 
doing innumerable: acts of charitable kindness, for which 
blessings were showered upon her, and:for which her reward ~ 
will be given in the brighter world... vi 
- The search for Fenians was continued with unabated vigor, 
amd numerous acts of brutal cruelty were committed, which 
werhayeno space'to record... —_- 2 
. Dirkem’s dragoons paraded to and fro on Kilkieran. beach, 
and the poor people were abused daily without. any cause 
whatever. They were Irish, and that was a suflicient excuse, 
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CHAPTER XVL. 


THE ‘¥wo FUGITIVES—M’ GILLIGAN'S SURPRISE—THE DRAGOONS 
ert deito,.“ a aa DEGPMEARE FIGHT. rte 
é vor fi 
One ight. when Peter MeGilligan. was aimed in ai en 
room, and two old men sipping;their, punch at/a ‘table near 


bys and a stranger, was sitting beneath, the swinging lamp, 


endeavoring to, read tlie Dublin, Zimes by its uncertainilight, 
two foat-travelers entered the open door, and. anne 
the bar, asked.for some whisky. » 

As the landlord waited on them, the oki men paid no ate 


tention to, the travelers, but, the gentleman; who was reading . 


glanced sharply at),them.over his, paper, and; throwing: it 
down, carelessly; he sauntaned Age toyenth the: woe askin 
ling Garryowen... 


e paced the long aan as adhovels emnaaaeal ses own | 


thoughts) and finally walked down the road toward Kilkieran, 


CuO S his gait when a short-distance away. Bhi we 


When, a-quarter; of.,a, mile away, he commenced running, 
aii, when he reached the Ospney’s Nest, he, was,panfing for 
breath. In about ten minutes after his arrival six mounted 
dragoons, were’on, their way to McGiligan’s.lnn to,capture 
the Fenian BPYs, whom, their: informer chad Aphecies by hia 
voice. 


The Chief, was.unknown, and ig man made; no. slieelaes fy 


him whatever, consequently the dragoons thought, they, had 


_ only one inan to capture, and, although, they knew ;he..was 





brave they.anticipated an; easy victery..;, 
| Meanwhile the weary pedestrians. drank their liquor, i 


sat, down. to.rest.., ‘The old. fogies soon afterward wens, home, 


aad Peter was left alone with his guests. 
He eyed them sharply, as he usually did all strangers in 


* 
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the troublous times, until the Spy turned toward him and 
inquired : 

“Do you think you'll know me when we meet again ?” 
~ Mine host blushed, for he was a timid man, and he was 
afraid his rude scrutiny had angered his interrogator. 

“T beg your pardon; I meant no harm,” he stammered, 
and the travelers laughed merrily. 

‘‘ Who do you think Iam? DoI look anything like Neil 
Connor ?” asked the stranger. 

“Oh! murdher, man dear, is it indeed Neil?” cried the 
delighted landlord, as he extended his hand, which the Spy 
grasped warmly. ‘‘Thank God, you're safe! Sure I was 
wondherin’ fwhere you was dhis long time, an’ the polace 
huntin’ ye in all directions. Well, well, begorra, I’m a happy 
man dhis night. And who is your fri’ nd ?” he mnie glanc- 
ing at Neil’s companion. 

The Chief immediately answered for himself before the 
Sny could reply: . 
~'“JT ama true Irishman; my name is S/ephen James.” 

Peter was unlike most of his countrymen, so dull of com- 
prehension ‘he didn’t ‘‘see the point,” and, as neither of 
them enlightened him, he remained in ignorance. 

While the Spy was conversing with Peter, the door was 
noiselessly opened and six dragoons rushed in with drawn 
swords. 

In an instant Stephens and his companion were on their 
feet, and drawing two revolvers, shot two of their enemies 
dcad. 

The remaining four followed quickly, and attacked the 
resolute Fenians furiously, while Peter retreated behind the 
bar, quaking with terror. 

- “Take them alive if you can, but cut them down if they 
try to escape,” shouted their leader, and then he aimed a 
furious blow at the Spy with the sword. 

“Surrender, you traitors,” he cried, as he wounded Neil in 
the left shoulder, and his companions charged Stephens hard 


- as he retreated ae the rd so that they my not get 


—— him. 
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~ * Don’t surrender! fight till you die!’ exclaimed Stephens, | 
and another assailant fell before his unerring aim. 6. 

‘But their enemies were brave men, and two of them grap- 
pled with the Spy, disarming him, and bearing him heavily 
to the floor. The other dragoon, a muscular man; over six 
feet high, closed with the C. O. I. R. and the struggle bee 
tween them was fearful. : 

~ The Fenian refugees wotlld doubtless have been capiitead 
if aid had not arrived in time. 

A large dog bounded into the tap-room, and inan instant 
he had Stephens’ assailant by the throat. It was Shamrock, 
and close ‘on the animal’s heels came “Andy: Martin, mith a 
wad yell that made the place ring again. 

In a moment he recognized the disguised Fenians, for he 
siéw that they were coming, and he was hastening) to’ meet 
them. He had arrived just in time. 

Without pausing a moment he swung the heavy club 
which he carried high in air, and one of Neil’s enemies: fell 
heavily on the floor. The Spy quickly mastered ‘the other, 
and Shamrock finished the last. . 

» “Hurrah for ould Ireland! Hurrah for ‘Jem Stephens! 
dhe Fenian Spy, Andy Martin,‘an’ the dog Shamrock! = 

Oe Holy Saint Pathrick, but yese had a near go of it, an’ 
yese may thank me fur savin’ yese! 

‘Tm always turnin’ up like’a bad cint whin no wan is ex- 
pectin’ me,” exclaimed Andy. 

‘* Dhey got word aboord dhe ship yese would. be here to- 
night, an’ Moran sint me to meet yese. 

‘“‘ Shake hands.’ ‘Long life to"you Mr. Stephens! t 

“Come away, PERO an’ don’t ate dhe ame: — 
off!” » 
oThe excited Hstivie® rattled out these ‘sentences. hastily, 
giving his friends no chance to speak, and ‘when he had done, 
he tucked his bludgeon under his arm and extended both 
hands. 

Stephens and the Spy grasped them; and thanked him for 
his timely aid. © 

“i We war cruisin’ about ‘on dhe coast when Nancy regaved 
yer letther, tellin’ her yese wud be here dhis night. 
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‘“‘ Nancy sint word to Captain Moran by wan. iv dhe Kil- 
kieran fishermen, who kem out to usin a shmall boat, an’ 
dhen himself sint me to meet yese, an’ conduct: yese to 
fwhere he’s lyin’ off wid dhe vessel waitin’ fur yeser .-.. 

‘* Pm ready to convey yese dhis minit, an’ we’d betther go 
immadiately, bekase wan iv dhe dhragoons is movin’; more 
may be comin’, an’ dhis phlace is not safe fur yese.” 

“Let us go,” said Stephens. ‘‘I have my country’s lib- 
erty to work out, and I don’t wish to be taken. again. It 
would be certain death.” 

“Come along, dhin,’’ exclaimed Andy, grasping his arm; 
and dragging him toward. the door, “ fur dhey’ll be mad wid 
joy whin yese both are sthandin’ on deck.” 

““ Yow have no. time to lose, for another party is coming up 
dhe. road: fhrom Kilkieran,” cried. the. landlord, who. was 
watching from the open door. 

“Folly me!” roared Andy, and ;they started in -hot 
haste.., 

“‘Tell our pursuers the Fenian Spy is accountable for this 

night’s work,” cried Neil, pointing to the dead.dragoons as 
he spoke, and then he darted from the back door into the 
darkness, followed by Shamrock. 
‘ By'a difficult route amid the rocks, Andy guided them ne a 
lonely cove, where a small. boat was waiting. to receive them. 
Far away on the, wide waste of waters rocked the staunch 
clipper, her tapering masts dimly discernible against the 
gloomy sky. 

In half an hour they, were warmly welcomed by ane 
friends, andour heroine thanked God for restoring him who 
was dearer than life to her. 

Father Darcy was on board, and so was Mad Nancy. : Ste- 
phens was warmly welcomed, and the whole party listened 
with interest whiie he related a brief history of his wonder 
fuladventures. 

“‘And what do you intend to do now?” asked Father 
Darcy; when he had concluded... ‘‘ Your life is in constant 
danger, and perhaps your friends may betray you.to obtain 
the great reward that is offered for your spprekensiqn. There 
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is always a traitor in every organization. Have you formed 
any plans for the future ?” 

‘‘'Yes; I have decided to seek refuge in France, and from 
there I shall sail for America, to settle the dispute between 
the O’Mahony and Sweeny factions. 

**T am sorry that Irishmen never agree among thoniedige 
whenever they are striving for liberty. They all want to be 
Head Centres, and they all have separate plans of their own 
for throwing off the tyrant’s yoke. Millions of dollars have 
poured into the Fenian treasury in America ; enough to build 
a fleet ; equip the largest army ever known d in modern his- 
tory; carry on a war against our enemies fora whole year; 
and yet.no account has been kept. Nobody knows anything 
about it, and those who ought to give an account of every 
penny, are as ignorant as those who gave it, or they pretend 
to be. Iam almost ashamed to go among the American peo- 
ple after the disgraceful conduct of the Brotherhood; and I 
have a hard task to straighten matters.among them.” 

He sighed, and gazed sadly out on the dark expanse of 


waters, for his heart was troubled, and his spotless character 


stained by those in whom not only himself but the whole 
Irish people blindly confided. 

Father Darcy was about to make a remark, but he was in- 
terrupted by the hoarse cry that caused them all to start, and 
which ended all further conversation. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 
AN EXOITING OHASE—RUNNING THE GAUNTLET—HAPPY 
FINALE. ; 


- ail ho!” was the cry that startled them from the looke 
eut. : 
. “Where away ?” shouted Captain Moran. 

“Three points leeward, on the weather bow.” 
- « What do you make her out?” 7 
| The same brig that has been in pursuit of us for a month 
past. There is a breeze springing up, and she is creeping 
down on us.” } 

‘©All hands on deck! Wemust run for it,” added Moran, 
turning to Stephens, who appeared anxious. 

‘Can you get out into the open waters before the -brig 
ciits off our retreat? I dread the thought of being captured 
again, for life is dear to me still. I wish to see old Erin free; 
I wish to write Emmett’s epitaph; then I am ready when- 
ever the Master calls me.” 

The Captain was gazing through his glass, and the Spy 
was giving orders in a loud voice; the anchor was shipped, 
the sails were spread, and the gallant vessel began to_move 
swiftly away. 

Neil Connor stood at the helm. 

‘Let the women, Father Darcy and Mark go below,” 
shouted the Captain, “for they are opening their ports, and 
we shall have a shot presently. Down with you, and don’t 
be alarmed, whatever happens. Starboard your helm! 
Steady! Head her for the French coast when we reach 
the open sea! ; 

“Crowd on all sail! Run out your guns and stand firm. 
Mr. Stephens, you will be safer in the cabin.” 
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“¢God watches over me, and with your permission I will 
remain on deck,” replied the patriot, and Captain Moran 
walked away. 


The chase soon grew very exciting, for the clipper was 


striving to pass St. Anthony’s Nose, and the brig was en- 
deavoring to cut off her retreat, every moment bringing 
them nearer together. | 

But the clipper gained fast, and Moran’s enemies saw that 
he would pass unless they crippled him in some manner. 

Suddenly aloud report echoed over the waters, followed 
rapidly by another, and still another, in quick succession. 

The bulwarks of the clipper were shattered, her bowsprit 
was carried away, but she seemed to fly over the waves, and 
giving her antagonist a parting salute, she passed the fatal 
point and swept gallantly out to the open sea. 

A wild cheer of exultation arose, in which Stephens joined, 
and the English brig was soon left far astern. The moon 
arose, the wind freshened, and the dark headlands faded 
gradually from sight. 

That night, Nell Clare and Neil Connor were wedded on 
deck, in the moonlight, by Father Darcy, and Andy Martin 
played the violin till dawn for the merry dancers. 

Stephens was merry as any of them, and when the happy 
pair retired, Mad Nancy got her harp and sung olden ballads 
until the patriot’s heart was filled with emotion. 

And now little remains to be said, for our hero and heroine 
have ended the romance. 

How Stephens landed safe in France, and how he reached 
our shores is well known, and we draw the curtain over the 
past. 

James Stephens isa true man; anoble patriot; and a 
lover of his country, though slanderous tongues have strives 
to defile his spotless name. 


THE END. 
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| Z Gave em some Trouble to Do tz. 


Another Choice Collection 


with the greatest care. Others were composed for this book, 
_and the two classes make up the choicest selection that has 





















THE FINEST SONCS, 


ORIGINAL and SELEOTED: 





FOR 
“The Fireside, the Social Circle, the Soldier 
and the Sailor. ° 
| Munro's ‘Song Book, No. 10, 
THE 


| HOME SONGSTER. 


OONTAINING THE 


AMONG WHICH ARF THE FOLLOWING: 


O, Pai, he was a Darlin? Boy. 
Hoecake Sad. 
When I went on the Spree. 
My Moustache. 
Black Cesar ai the North. 
A Good Beefsieak for Me. 

And sixty others, teeming with mirth, jollity and good 
humor. ; 

As these songs are intended for the social entertainment || 
of the family, those which have been selected were chosen || 


yet been presented to the public. It. is for sale by all News 
Agents and Booksellers, and will be sent, post-paid, on, re- 
ceipt of price, 10 cts. each. 


GEORGE MUNRO & Co., Publishers, 


187 WILLIAM STREET, N, Y. 
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32. Heavy-Hatchet, the Bold 
Scout. 
33. Sly Sam, the Quaker Spy 


1. 

2. 

3. 
Song Book 

4. 

5. 


come his own instructor. 


others. Price, 10 cts. 


The Social Party Song Book. 
The Yankee Sailor Song Book. 
The Russian Bear arid American Eagle 


Munro’ 


MUNRO’S TEN CENT PUBL 


NOVELS. 


- Scout of the Rio Grande. 
- Daring Backwoodsman. 
. Clymsy Foot. 


SONG BOOKS. 


The Burns’ and Moore’s Song Book. 
The Greeley and Bennett Song Book. 
Muonro’s Ten Cent Letter Writer. 


Munro’s French Series, No, 1, 


Being an Elementary Grammar of the French Language, by which every one can bes, 
Itis intended principally for self-instructors, and, as such, the 

Soldier, the Sailor, and the Traveler willfiud it an invaluable pocket companion. It is . 
also specially adapted as aclass-book for Schools and Colleges, being arranged on an easy 

* and progressive plan. Price Ten Cents. . 
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ICATIONS. 


Miller. 
100. Old Nick of the Swamp. 
101. Gamecock of the Santeee 


7. Paul Pry Songster. 


"te _ German, Series 
This book is simple, progressive and comprehensive, emh 
by large and expensive Grammars. 


| 6. The Jolly Fellow’s Song Book. 


8. Ballads of the Revolution. 
9. The Fireside Songster. 
10. The Home Songster. 


Munro’s Ten Cent Cook Book. 


Send for a sample copy. 
Munro’s French Series, No. 2. 


Being 4 practical guide to the study of the French Language. 
By | UCIEN OUDIN, Professor of French in the ‘‘ College of the City of New York.” 
Every teacher and learner should procure a copy of this book and compare it with all 


No. 


racing all the subjects treated 
It will prove invaluable to those who are their own 








instructors. Like the French Instructor, which has proved so eminently successful, 1t is 
intended principally for new-beginners and self-instructors, butitis specially adapted as & 
Text Book for Schools and Colleges. The language is now so commonly used among busi- 
ness men that few can afford todo withoutit. Send forasamplecopy. Price, 10 cts. 
Munro’s German Series, No. 2. | 
BY EDWARD CHAMIER. * 


The author continues in this book the same mode of instruction followed in No.1. He . 


introduces the learner gradually into the more difficult parts of the language, making it as 
simple as itis inthe power of a teacher to accomplish. Teachers and learners are request- 
ed tocompare andj udgeforthemselves. Price, 10cts. A liboral discount allowed to the 
trade and to teachers for MUNRO’S School Books, 


GEO. MUNRO & Co., Publishers, 137 William St., N. Y.. . 
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No.1. The Hunters. 34. Three Daring Trappers. , 69. The Stranger’s Grave. 1) 
2. The Trapper’s Retreat. 35. ane Fatal Marksman. 70. Mad Nancy,the Fenian - 
3. The Patriot Highwayman | 36 le-Ey ed Zeke. Fortune-Teller. ‘i 
4. The Fugitives of the | 37. Bg- Rifle Nick. 71, Long-Rifle, Hunter. 7 
Moun tains. _ 38. The Bold Scalp-Hunter. | 72. The Wooden-Legged Spy © 
5. The Track ofFire. 39. The Tory Spy. 73. Long Legs, the Squatter. J 
6. The Man- Eaters. 40. Prairie Jake. 74. The Black Prophet. f 
7. Charlotte Temple. t1. Wealth and Beauty. . 75. Old N orte, the Hunter. 
. & The Death Face. 42. The Rover ofthe Forest. | 76. Tiger- Eye. 
9. The Indian-Slayer,. 43. The Giant ofthe Woods. | 77. Revolutionary Joe. 
10. The Turtle-Catcher. 4. The Crazy Trapper. 78. Jack, Buffalo-Catcher. 
11. The Hunter’sTriumph. [1 5. The Lion-Hearted Hunter | 79. Tom Turbin, Trapper. 
12. The Ocean. Rovers. 46. Old Jim ufthe Woods. 80. Scout afthe St. Lawrence 
13. The Tory Outwitted. 47. Mad Mike. f 81. Leather Legs. 
*14. Zeke Sternum _ 48. White-Headed Hunter. 82. Bloody Brook. 
15. TheSco urge ofthe Seas. | 49. Big-Hearted Joe. 83. Wolf-Slayer. 
16. The Cap tive Mea‘den. 50. The Scout ofLong Island | 84. Long Bob. 
17. Long-Legged Jo. _ fl, Silver heels, the Delaware | 85. Cooney Bush. 
18. The Wild Scout of the | 52. Black Bill, the Trapper. 86. Robin Hood and his 
Moun tains. 53. Red Men of the Woods. Merry Men 
19. The For est fsodge. 54. Grim Dick, the One- | 87. Che Spy of the Delaware 
26. The Rollicking Rangers. Eyec: Robber. 88. **Old Kit,’’ the Scout. 
21. Rattles nake Dek. 55. Indian Queen’s Revenge. | 59. Hank Wiggins, Esq. 
22. Rickett y Tom the Rover. | 56. Old Scout of the Cave. 90. Spider Legs. 
23. The¥m ps ofthe Prairie. | 57. Big Snake the Huron. 91. The Old Trapper’s “ride. 
24. The Rob ber’s Terror. 58. Mexican Jo:, the Snake | 92 Marksmanthe Hunter. 
25. Joe, th e ‘*Sarpint.” Char mer. 93. Grizzly Jake. 
26. Lightfoot,the Scout. _—_—| 59. Steady Hand, the Sharp- | 94. Spotted Dan. 
27. Giant Spy of Bunker Hill Shooting Hunter. 95. The Bloody Footprint; or, 
28. Scar-Cheek, the Wild | 60. Gipsy Jack. ; the Ad ventures of a New 
Half- Breed. 61. The Scarlet Warrior. York Newsboy. : 
29, Squint-Eyed Bob. 62. The Scout of Tippecanoe. | 96. Old Rube, the Trailer. 
30. Snaky Snodgrass. 63. Schinderhannes. | 97. The Big-Mouthed Trap’r 
31. Rolling Thunder, or the | 64. The Bride of WolfGlen. | 98. Panther Jake. a 
Rival War-Chiefs. 65. Buffalo Jack, Trapper 99. Snake-Eye ; or the Bandit 
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